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Foreword 


DEAR FRIENDS, 


In my introduction to Thomas the Tank Engine — The Complete Collection 
[ have been asked to tell you about how the “Thomas” books came to be 
written. This is how it happened. 

When I was 3 or 4 years old my father used to take me for walks 
around his parish in Hampshire. Our favourite was the one to Baddesley 
Bridge where we would scramble up the embankment and walk along 
the line. No one ever turned us away. The plate-layers all knew my 
father, and were happy to talk to him about their work, in which they 
took a great pride. As far as 1 can remember there was no question 1 
ever asked my father about railways which he either could not answer, 
or did not know where to find the answer. 

He retired in 1916. We left Hampshire and settled at Box in 
Wiltshire. Our house was near the Great Western main line which here 
climbs for 2 miles at 1 in 100. A tank engine was kept at Box station, 
part of whose duties was to help goods trains up the incline. Lying in 
bed at night 1 would hear both engines snorting up the grade, and 
imagine in their puffings and pantings the conversation they were 
having with each other. 1 had no doubt at all that steam engines had 
personalities. 

Many years later in 1943, when I was curate at King's Norton, 
Birmingham, my three-year-old son caught measles and had to be 
amused. Í told him stories about engines which had to be made up on 
the spur of the moment, and drew on my childhood memories to do it. 
'Edward's Day Out, The Sad Story of Henry”, and “Edward and 
Gordon' were told over and over again. The wordage became fixed, and 
my son allowed no deviation! I wrote the stories down in pencil 


on scraps of paper for family use. 1 had no thought of getting them 
published. 


E 


Mrs Awdry thought otherwise. She kept telling me to do something 
about it, but could not say what! She told my mother about them. 
My mother had an idea. She wrote back saying that she was expecting a 
visit from a distant cousin whom she thought was connected with a firm 
of literary agents. He was coming in a day or two so “send the stories at 
once”. With no time to write a fair copy 1 sent the pencilled scraps of 
paper. Our cousin must have had imagination to see a future in those 
scraps! He hawked them around for several months before he found a 
publisher who had imagination too. This was Mr Edmund Ward of 
Leicester who said that he would accept the three stories on condition 
that I wrote a fourth getting Henry out of his tunnel and providing a 
happy ending. The book came out in 1945 and sold well. Thomas the 
Tank Engine came next; 1 was asked to write another and another! 
There are now 26 books in the series. 

Granted the fiction that steam engines have personality and can 
express it, everything else in the stories must be authentic. Each story 
is based on some odd incident which has happened to some engine, 
somewhere, some time. Most are things which readers have written to 
tell me about, or which 1 have read in railway books and magazines. 

In my study at home 1 have a thick heavy file which I prize highly. 
It is full of letters. They are from children, mothers, fathers, grandfathers, 
grandmothers, aunts and uncles who have written to me over the years to 
say how much they and their children enjoy the books. 1 prize these highly 
of course; but there are some 1 value even more. They are letters from 
fathers and grandfathers who are or have been professional rallwaymen, 
saying that they too like the books. To quote one of them: *. ... your 
background knowledge of railways is so good that yours are the only 
books about railways which 1 can read to my children without squirming 
inside! I myself know of many odd incidents which have happened just as 
you describe them in your stories . . .* That is praise indeed! 

lam happy to commend Thomas' omnibus edition to you, and 
hope you will enjoy it! 


THE AUTHOR 


O 
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kept in their place. After pushing them 


They are silly things and must be 
almost as much about them as 


about here for a few weeks you'll know 
Edward. Then you'll be a Really Useful Engine.” 
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Duck and the Diesel Engine 


THE REV. W. AWDRY 
with illustrations by 


JOHN T. KENNEY 


DEAR FRIENDS, 

We have had two visitors to Our Railway. One of 
these, “City of Truro”, is a very famous engine. We 
were sorry when we had to say “goodbye” to him. 

The other visitor was different. “I do not believe,” 
writes the Fat Controller, “that all Diesels are 
troublesome; but this one upset our engines, and made 
Duck very unhappy.” 

THE AUTHOR 
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Domeless Engines 


A SPECIAL 
( ; 
rain arrived one dí 1, and the Fat Controller welcomed the 


Jas senge 
gers. They looked at everything in the Yard, and photographed the 
engines. Duck's Driver let some 


of them ride in his cab. 

“They "re the Railway 
Society,” his Driver explained. 
“They've come to sce us. Their 
engine's “City of Truro”. He was 
the first to go 100 miles an 
hour. Let's get finished, then we 
can go and talk to him.” 

“Oh!” said Duck, awed. 
“He's too famous to notice me.” 


“Rubbish!” smiled his Driver. “Come on.” 
Duck found “City of Truro” at the coaling stage. 


“May 1 talk to you?” he asked shvyly. 


» smiled the famous engine, “I see you are one of Us.” 


“Of course, 

“T try to teach them Our 
ways,” said Duck modestly. 

“All ship-shape and 
Swindon fashion. That's right.” 

“Please, could you tell me 
how you beat the South 
Western?” 

So “City of Truro” told 
Duck all about his famous run 


from Plymouth to Bristol more 
They were 
“Great Western” till late at night. 


than fifty years ago. 
soon firm friends, and talked 
“City of Truro” 2 early next morning. 


“Good riddance!” grumbled Gordon. *C hi uwtering all night keeping 


important engines awake! Who is he anyway? 
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“He's *City of Truro', He's 


famous.” 


“As famous as me? 
Nonsense!” 

“He's famouser than you. 
He went 100 miles an hour 
before you were drawn or 
thought of.” 

“So he says; but 1 didn't like 
his looks. He's got no dome,” said 
Gordon darkly. “Never trust 
domeless engines, they're not respectable. AO 

“I never boast,” Gordon continued modestly; “but 100 mile 
would be easy for me. Goodbye!” dll 

Presently Duck took some trucks to Edward's station. Ple Y , 
was lucky for those trucks that they tried no e Al 
“The famous “City of Truro” 
came though this morning. He 
whistled to me; wasn't he kind?” 

“He's the finest engine in 
the world,” said Duck, and he 
told Edward about “City of 
Truro”, and what Gordon had 
said. El 

“Don't take any notice, 
soothed Edward, “he's just 


: / / : ! He's comin 
Jealous. He thinks no engine should be famous but him. Look! S 
now.” 


S ; ; > - was runnin 
Gordon's boiler seemed to have swollen larger than ever. He g 


; side to side as his wheels 
very fast. He swayed up and down and from side to side as his 
pounded the rails. 


¿ O ” E) S IS i e 
“He did it! Pl do it! He did it! Pl do it!” he panted. His train rocketed 
past and was gone. 
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Edward chuckled and 
winked at Duck. “Gordon's 
trying to do a “City of Truro',” 
he said. 

Duck was still cross. “I should 
think he'I! knock himself to bits,” 
he snorted. “I heard something 
rattle as he went through.” 

Gordon's Driver eased him 
ofT. “Steady boy!” he said. “We 


aren't running a race.” 


“We are then,” said Gordon; 
but he said it to himself. 

“ve never known him ride 
so roughly before,” remarked 
his Driver. 

His Fireman grabbed the 
brake handle to steady himself. 
“He's giving himself a 
hammering, and no mistake.” 

Soon Gordon began to feel 
a lie queer. “The top of my 
boiler seems funny,” he thought 


¿“és just as if something was loose. 'd better 
go slower.” 

But by then it was too late! 

They met the wind on the 
viaduct. It wasn't just a gente 
wind; nor was ita hard steady 
wind. It was a teasing wind 
which blew suddenly in hard 
pufls, and caught you unawares. 

Gordon thought it wanted 
to push him ofT the bridge. “No 
you don't!” he said firmly. 
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But the wind had other ideas. It curled round his boiler, crept pea En ks 
loose dome, and lifted it off and away into the valley below. Ít A 
with a clang. 

Gordon was most 
uncomlortable. He felt cold 
where his dome wasn't, and 
besides, people laughed at him 
as he passed. 

At the Big Station, he tried 
to “Wheccesh” them away; but 
they crowded round no matter 
what he did. 

On the way back, he 


: . : 'erv cross when he 
wanted his Driver to stop and find his dome, and was very Cro 
wouldn't. 


> 1 > / 1Yere 
He hoped the Shed would be empty; but all the engines were tl 
waiting. 


> fo 3) 
seNT , e vice “Thev aren't respectable. 
Never trust domeless engines,” said a voice. “They arent respecte 


> 
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Pop Goos the Diesel 


“Crry or TRURO'S” visit made 
Duck very proud of being Great 
Western. He talked endlessly about 
it. But he worked hard too and 
made everything go like clockwork. 

The trucks behaved well, the 
coaches were ready on time, and 
the passengers even stopped 
erumbling! 

But the engines didn't like 


having to bustle about. “There are 
two ways of doing Uns,” Duck told them, “the Great Western way, or the 
wrong way. 'm Great Western and...” 

“Don't we know it” they groaned. They were glad when a visitor came. 

The visitor purred smoothly towards them. The Fat Controller climbed 
down. “Here is Diesel,” he said, “1 A 
have agreed to give him a trial. He 
needs to learn. Please teach him, 
Duck.” 

“Good morning,” purred 
Diesel in an oily voice, “pleased to 
meet you, Duck. Ís that James? 


and Henry? and Gordon too? lam 


delighted to meet su h famous 
* And he purred towards 


engines. 


them. 
The silly engines were flattered, “He has very good manners,” they 


murmured, “we are pleased to have him in our Yard.” 


Duck had his doubts. 
“Come on!” he said shortly. 
“Ah! Yes!” said Diesel, “Phe Yard, of course. Excuse me, engines,” and he 


purred after Duck, talking hard. “Your worthy Fat...” 
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Sir lopham H 
ordered Duck 
Diese 


att to you,” 


l looked hurt. “Your 


Mr 

de 7 Sir Topham Hat thinks 1 
ed to lcarn. He is mistaken. We 

Die 


sels don't need to learn. We 
know everything. We come to a 
yard and Improve it. We are 
revolutionary.” BE 


-OhP” said Duck, “If yowre 
revo-thingummy, perhaps you 
is ES mel trucks, while 1 fetch Gordon's coaches.” 

A da to show off, purred away. With much banging and 
E cted a row of trucks. Duck left Gordon's coaches in the 
station and came back. 

Diesel was now trying to take 
some trucks from a siding nearby. 
They were old and empty. Clearly 
they had not been touched for a 
long time. 

Their brakes would not come 
off properly. Diesel found them 
hard to move. 

Pull — Push — Backwards — 


Forwards. “Oheecer! Oheeccer!” the 


trucks eroaned. “We can't! We won'1/” 


be watched the operation with interest. 

1ese > A AN ” 

esel lost patience. “GrrrrrRRRRRrrrrrRRRRR"” he roared, and gave 
z re: $ pa EA * = 

t great heave, The trucks jerked forward. 

“Oher! 21? ds “NJ "We WONT” S ¡ 
e ss r! Oher!” they screamed. “We can't! We WON'T?” Some of their 
rakes broke. ; O, PE : 

: A , and the gear hanging down bumped on the rails and sleepers, 

| E CAN'T! WE WON'T! Aaaaah!” Their trailing brakes caught in the 
pomts and locked themselves solid. 


“GrrrrRRRRRErrrrrRRRRRrrrrrRRRR"” roared Diesel; a rusty 
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coupling broke, and he shot 
forward suddenly by himsclf. 

“Ho! Ho! Ho!” chuckled Duck, 

Diesel recovered and tried to 
push the trucks back; but they 
wouldn't move, and he had to give 
up. Duck ran quietly round to where 
the other trucks all stood in line. 
“Thank you for arranging these, 
Diesel.” he said, “T must go now.” 

“Don't you want this lot?” 


“No thank you.” 

Diesel gulped. “And Fve taken 
all this trouble,” he almost shricked. 
“Why didn't you tell me?” 

“You never asked me. Besides,” 
said Duck innocendy, “vou were 
having such fun being revo- 
whatever-It-was-you-said. 
Goodbye.” 

Diesel had to help the 
workmen clear the mess. He hated 
¡All the trucks and coaches were laughing. Presendy he heard them sing. 
Their song grew louder and louder, and soon it echocd through the Yard. 


Trucks are waiting in the Yard; 


tackling them with ease'U 
“Show the world what [can do,” 
gaily boasts the Diesel. 
In and out he creeps aboul, 
like a big black weasel. 
When he pulls the wrong trucks oul 
Pop goes the Diesel! 
“Grrrrr!” he growled, and 
scutiling away, sulked in the Shed. 
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Dirty Work 


WHEN Duck returned, and 
heard the trucks singing, he was 
horrified. “Shut up!” he 
ordered, and bumped them 
hard. “Pm sorry our trucks were 
rude to you, Diesel,” he said. 
Diesel was still furious. “Its 
all your fault. You made them 
laugh at mc,” he complained. 
“Nonsense,” said Henry, 
“Duck would never do that. We 


engines have our differences; but we never talk about them to trucks. That 
would be des — des...” 


“Disgraceful!” said Gordon. 

“Disgusting!” put in James. 

“Despicable!” finished Henry. 

Diesel hated Duck. He wanted him to be sent away. So he made a plan. 
Next day he spoke to the trucks. “1 see you like jokes,” he said in his oily 
voice. “You made a good joke 
about me yesterday. | laughed 
and laughed. Duck told me one 
about Gordon. Pll whisper it... 
Don't tell Gordon 1 told you,” 
and he sniggered away. 

“Haw! Haw! Haw!” 
gullawed the trucks. “Gordon 
will be cross with Duck when he 
knows. Let's tell him and pay 
Duck out for bumping us.” 
Diesel went to all the sidings, and in each he told different stories. He said 
Duck had told them to him. This was untrue; but the trucks didn't know. 

They laughed rudely at the engines as they went by, and soon Gordon. 
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Henry and James found out 
why. 
“Disgraceful!” said Gordon. 
“Disgusting!” said James. 
“Despicable!” said Henry. 
“We cannot allow it.” 
They consulted together. 

“Yes,” they said, “he did 1t to 
us. We'll do it to him, and sce 


how he likes it.” 


Duck was tired out. The 
trucks had been checky and 
troublesome. He had had hard 
work to make them behave. He 
wanted a restin the Shed. 

*Hoooooooosh! KEEP 
OUT!” The three engines 
barred his way, and Diesel 


lurked behind. 
“Stop fooling,” said Duck, 


“'m tired.” 

“So are we,” hissed the engines. “We are tired of you. We like Diesel. We 

don't like you. You tell tales 

about us to trucks.” 

“I dont.” 

“You do.” 

*] dont.” 

“You do.” 

The Fat Controller came to 
stop the noise. 

“Duck called me a 
“galloping sausage”,” spluttered 


Gordon. 
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“+. TUSty red scrap-iron,” hissed James. 

“e Da old square wheels” ” fumed Henry. 

“Well Duck?” | e MARRa TA 

Duck considered. “] only wish Sir,” he said gravely, 
those names myself. 1f the dome fits ... 

“Ha! Ahem!” The Fat Controller coughcd. ies 

“He made trucks laugh at us,” accused the Da 

The Fat Controller recovered. “Did you, Duck? no 

“Certainly not Sir! No steam engine would be as mean a: 

“Now Diesel, you heard what Duck said.” : ce o 

“E can't understand it Sir. To think that Duck of all engines - - - 
dreadfully grieved Sir; but know 
nothing,” 

“I see.” Diesel squirmed 
and hoped he didn't. 

“Lam sorry, Duck,” the Fat 
Controller went on; “but you 
must go to Edward's station for 
a while. 1 know he will be glad 
to see you.” 

“Beg pardon Sir, do you 
mean now?” 


“Yes please.” 


a rav while Diesel smirked with 
“As you wish Sir.” Duck trundled sadly away, while Dies 
triumph in the darkness. 
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A Close Share 


So Duck came to Edward's 
station. 

“It's not fair,” he 
complained, “Diesel has made 
the Fat Controller and all the 
engines think 'm horrid.” 

Edward smiled. “1 know 
you aren't,” he said, “and so 
does the Fat Controller. You 
waitand see.” 

Duck felt happier with 


Edward. He helped him with his trucks and coaches, and sometimes helped 


foreign engines by pushing their trans up the hill. 

But Gordon, Henry and James never spoke to him at all. 

One day he pushed behind 
a goods train and helped 1 to 
the top. 

“Peep pecp! Goodbye!” he 
called, and rolled gendy over 
the crossing to the other line. 
Duck loved coasting down the 
hill. running easily with the 
wind whisding past. He 
hummed a litle tune. 

ko kk 
“Peccecep! Peccecep! Peececep!” 
«That sounds like a Guard's whistle,” he hought. “But we haven't a 


Guard.” 
His Driver heard it too, and looke d back. “Hurry, Duck, hurry,” he called 


urgendy. “There's been a break-away, some trucks are chasing us. 3 
There were twenty heavily loaded trucks. * “Hurrah! Hurrah! Hurrah!” 


thev laughed, “We've broken away! We've broken away! We've broken away!' 


nm 
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and before the Sigenalman could 
change the points they followed 
Duck on to the down line. 

“Chase him! Bump him! 
Throw him off the rails!” they 
yelled, and hurtled after Duck. 
bumping and swaying with 
ever-Increasing speed. 

The Guard saved Duck. 
Though the trucks had knocked 
him off his van, he got up and 
ran behind, blowing his whistle to attract the Driver's attention. 

“Now what” asked the Fireman. 

“As fast as we can,” said the Driver grimly, “then they"! catch us 
eradually.” 


They raced through 
Edward's station whistling 
furiously, but the trucks caught 
them with a shuddering jar. The 
Fireman climbed back, and the 
van brakes came on with a 
scream. 

Braking carefully, the Driver 
was gaining control. 

“Another clear mile and 


we*!l do it.” he said. 


They swept round a bend. 

“Oh glory! Look at that!” 

A passenger train was just pulling out on their line, from the station ahead. 
The Driver leapt to his reverser; Hard over — Full steam — Whiste. 


“I's up to you now, Duck,” he said. 

Duck put every ounce of weight and steam against the trucks. | 

They felt his strength. “On! On!” they yelled; but Duck was holding 
them now. 
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a wooden shed in the Yard. He 


was shaving a customer. 


here was a slidmg 


eroaning crash, and part of the 


wall caved in. 

The customer jumped 
nervously; but the barber held 
him down. “Its only an 
engine,” he said calmly, and 


went on lathering, 


“] must stop them. Í must.” 

The station came nearer 
and nearer. The last coach 
cleared the platform. 

“It's too late,” Duck 
groaned, and shut his eyes. 

He felt a sudden swerve, 
and slid, shuddering and 
groaning along a siding. 

A barber had set up shop in 


“Beg pardon Sir!” gasped Duck, “Excuse my intrusion.” 
“No. I wont,” said the barber crossly, “you've frightened my customers 
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and spoilt my new paint. Pll 
teach you.” And he lathered 
Duck's face all over. 

Poor Duck. 

They were pulling the 
trucks away when the Fat 
Controller arrived. The Barber 
was telling the workmen what 
he thought. 

“I do not like engines 


popping through my walls,” 
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he fumed. “They disturb my customers.” 


es, -"1) eladiy repar 

“L appreciate your Ícelings,” said the Fat Controller, en kl E o a 
the damage; but you must know that this engine and his crew han P 
serious accident. You and many others might have been 30d pa ” he said. 

The Fat Controller paused impressively. “It was a very AN y : ed a 
“Oh!” said the barber, “Oh! Excuse me.” He ran into his shop, 
basin of water, and washed 
Duck's face. 

“Um sorry, Duck,” he said. 
“I didn't know you were bemg a 
brave engine.” 

“That's all right, Sir,” said 
Duck. “I didn't know that either” 

“You were very brave 
indeed,” said the Fat Controller 
kindly. “Pm proud of you. 1 
shall tell “City of Truro” about 
you next time he comes.” 


“Oh Sir!” Duck felt happier than he had been for weeks. 

“And now,” said the Fat Controller, “when you are mended you are 
coming home.” y 
| “Home Sir? Do you mean 
the Yard?” 

“Of course.” 

“But Sir, they don't like me. 
They like Diesel.” 

“Not now.” The Fat 
Controller smiled. “Í never 
believed Diesel. After you went 
he told lies about Henry; so 1 
sent him packing. The engines 


are sorry and want you back, 
So, when a few days later he came home shining with nc wp unt, ther 
1 y 'd » hu »* a A > » Da 
was a really rousing welcome for Duck the Great Western engl 
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The Little Old Engine 


"THE REV. W, AWDRY 
with illustrations by 


JOHN 'L KENNEY 


DEAR FRIENDS, 

You remember in ¿our Little Engines rat Sir Handel Brown, 
The Owner, sent Skarloey away to be mended. These stories 
tell what happened when the “Little Old Engine” came home. 

Skarloey is not real. You can only see him in these books. 
But there is a real engine just like Skarloey. He ¡is very, very old, 
and has been mended. His name is Talyllyn, and he lives at 
Towyn in Wales. 

You would all enjoy going to see him at work. 

THE AUTHOR 


he author gratefully acknowledges the help given by fellow members ol the 
Lalyllyn Railway Preservation Society in die preparation of this book 


—— 
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Truchs! 


SmeoHanbri and Peter Sam had hard work while Skarloey was away. The 
Owner gave them bullers, and even bought a Diesel X Rusty: e Sir 
Handel grumbled continually. 

One day Gordon saw him 
shunting, and laughed. 

“My Controller makes me 
shunt,” Sir Handel said 
sheepishly, “and take trucks to 
quarries 100. Fm highly sprung, 
and | sulfer dreadfully.” 

“Our Controllers don't 
understand our feelings,” 
sympathised Gordon. “Now, if 


vou wereill he winked “you couldn't go, could you?” 

“Good idea,” said Sir Handel. “Pl try it" 

| dow'tleel well," he groaned next morning. 

here wasn't ume to | 
examine him then, so some of 
the trucks were coupled behind 
Peter Sam's coaches, and Rusty 
promised to follow with he rest. 

“He! He! He!” sniggered 
Sir Handel; but no one noticed. 
] her were all too busy. 

Peter Sam didn't mind the 
extra work. He left his coaches 


at the Top Station, and 
rundled cheerfully rough the woods. Phe trucks chatterec 


Il behind him in an 


agltated way, but he paid no attendon. 
Itmieht have been better if he had. 
Slates come from quarries high up in the hills. They travel do 


on a steep railway called an Incline. Empty trucks at the bottom are 


wn in trucks 
hitched 
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to a rope. Loaded ones at the top are hitched to one another. By their weight, 
loaded trucks run down the 
Incline pulling up empty ones, 

There are strong brakes in 
the Winding House at the top 
to prevent loaded trucks from 
running down too fast. The 
ropes are very strong too, but in 
spite of this, trucks sometimes 
play dangerous tricks, 

Peter Sam never bumped 
trucks unless they misbehaved. 


Sir Handel bumped them even 
if they were good; so they didn't 
like him, and played tricks 
whenever they could. 

Peter Sam pushed the 
empty trucks to a siding where 
his Fireman hitched them to the 
rope. Then, on another siding, 
he pulled back some loaded 
trucks. With these in front of 
him, he stood waiting. 

More loaded trucks stood at the top of the Incline, ready to come down. 
They couldn't see Peter Sam. They thought he was Sir Handel, and wanted 
to pay him out. 

They began to move. “Faster! Faster!” they grumbled. They reached 
hallway, gathering speed. 


“Scrag him! Serag him!” they yelled. 

“No! No!” wailed the empty trucks. “It's Peter Sam! It's Peter Sam!” But 
itwas no use, The loaded trucks were straining at the rope. 

They broke it with a CRACK! “Hurrah! Hurrah!” they roared, hurtling 
down the hill. 


Peter Sam heard them. He shut his eyes. His Driver and Fireman 
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crouched in his cab. 

The erash jerked him 
violendy backwards, 

“Quch!” he shivered, “1 
didn't expecta cold bath” 

The water poured from a 
channel smashed by flying 
slates. He was soaked from 


lunnel to cab. 
“Peep! Pcep!” he spluttered, 


and was glad when he heard 


Rustv's answering “Toot!” 

“Bustmy bullers!” 
exclaimed Rusty. “Whata mess! 
Never mind, Peter Sam, we'll 
get vou out.” He soon pulled 
him awav from the water and 
the trucks. 

Peter Sam felt battered, His 
funnel was eracked and his 


boiler dented. but he was glad 


his Driver and Hireman were 


unhurt. 

He thanked Rusty, and 
limped slowly home. Rusty 
stayed to help clear the 
wreckage. 

“I'm sorry about your 
accident, Peter Sam,” said Sir 
Handel. “E always stand well 
back. Trucks don't like me, you 
sec,” 

“Why didn't you warn me?” 

“did 'edink...* 
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“You never do,” said a stern voice, “You can start now while you are 
doing Peter Sam's work as well as your own. That'll teach you to pretend you 
are ill, 

Sir Handel did start thinking, He thought about Thin Controllers, and he 
thought about Gordon. He wanted to give Gordon a piece of his mind! 
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Home al Last 


PETER SAM wanted to start work; 
but the Thin Controller wouldn't let 
him. “Another day's rest will do you 
good,” he said. “Besides, P've got a 
surprise for you.” 

“For me Sir! How nice Sir! What 
sat S ir?” 

“Waitand see,” smiled the Thin 
Contwoller, 

The “Surprise” was Skarlocy, 
“Oh!” said Peter Sam, “Tam glad 


vou've come home.” 


They lit Skarloey's hire, and he sizzled happily. 
'm longing to pull my dear old coaches again. Are 


“I feel all excited,” he said, 


“just like a young engine. 


they running nicely?” 


“Yes, they re running well,” Peter 
Sam answered, “but we have five 
other coaches now.” 

Skarloey was interested. “Oh" 
he said. “tell me about them.” 

“Cora is a Guard's Van. She isn de 
as big as Beatrice, and she hasn't a 
Ticket Window, but I like her best. 
She was my Guard's Van in the old 
days. Ada, Jane and Mabel are plain. 
They have no roofs. Sir Handel says 
“so I say they "re coaches. 


they are trucks; but they have seats,” said Peter Sam, * 
What do you think, Sk rlocy? 
The old engine smiled. “If they have seats, Uey' re coaches,” he said firmly. 
“Sir Handel likes Gerrrude and Millicent best,” Peter Sam went on. “He 
always tries to take them alone. They have bogies, and he says they're the only 
real coaches we have. They remind him of when he used to pull our Express. 
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Both have seats for passengers, but 
Millicent has a Guard as well. He 
sells tickets and travels in a tiny 
cupboard place.” 

“I don't like that,” he remarked 
carnestly. “Guards are very 
important. They need Vans. They 
shouldn't be put into cupboards.” 

Skarlocy said nothing, so Peter 
Sam continued. 


“Did Rusty help you off your 
truck?” 


“Yes, he says he's come to mend the line and do odd jobs. 1 like him,” 
smiled Skarloey. 


“So do 1.” Peter Sam explained how kind Rusty was when he had his 
accident. “It's a pity Duncan doesn't 
like him.” 

“Who is Duncan?” 

“He came as a spare engine after 
my accident.” 

“Is he Useful?” 

“He'll pull anything, and Pm 
sure he means well: but he's bouncy 
and rude. He used to work in a 


factory, and his language is often 


strong.” 
“l understand,” said Skarloey gravely. 


Just then the telephone rang, and Skarloey's Driver and Fireman climbed 
into his cab. 


“Come on, Old Boy,” they said, “Duncan is stuck in the tunnel, and we'll 
have to get him out.” 


Skarloey was pleased. He wanted a run, and looked forward to meeting 
Duncan. 


They found Cora and some workmen, and hurried up the line. 


How nice and smooth the rails arc!” thought Skarloey. “They ve mended 
all the old bumps. Rusty has helped to 
do dat. 1 must tell him how nice its.” 

Duncan had stuck at the far end 
of the tunnel. His coaches were 
outside, and the passengers were 
helping the Driver and Fireman to 
dislodge some rocks wedged between 
the top of his cab and the tunnel roof. 

Duncan was cross. “Pm a plain 
blunt engine,” he kept saying, “1 
speak as 1 find. Tunnels should be 


tunnels, and not rabbit holes. This 
Railway 1s no good atall.” 

“Don't be silly," snapped his 
Driver, “This tunnel is quite big 
enough for engines who don't want 
to Rock 'n' Roll? 

They cleared away the rocks, 
and Skarloey pulled Duncan and his 
coaches salely through. Gora was left 


on a sidine, and he workmen stayed 


to make sure all was sale. 

Duncan grumbled all the way home, but Skarloey paid no attention. 

The Thin Controller was waiting 
for them. 

“Listen to me, Duncan,” he said, 
“there is nothing wrong with that 
tunnel. You stuck because you tried 
to do Rock 'n' Roll. If it happens 
again, PI! cut down your cab, and 
your funnel too.” 

Duncan. abashed, was neither 


plain nor blunt for a whole evening. 


Hmm 
no 


SAR Tr irme OLD Enciso 0 A 


Rock “n' Roll 


WHEN Skarloey's turn came, he was glad to take out the coaches and meet old 
friends. He met Rusty up the line. “You know,” he said, “1f TI couldn't see the 
old places, Pd think I was on a 
diflerent railway.” 

Rusty laughed. “We hoped 
you would. Mr Hugh, our 
Foreman, said “Rusty, Skarloey's 
coming home. Let's mend the 
track so well that he won't know 
where he is!” And we did, and 
you didn't; if you take my 
meaning, 


Skarlocy chuckled away. 
He liked this hard-working, friendly little engine. 

“There's still one bad bit,” said Rusty anxiously that evening. “I's just 
before the first station. We hadn't time.” 

“Never mind!” said 
Skarloey. “It's much better now 
than it was.” 

“Maybe better; but it's not 
good,” replied Rusty. “An 
engine might come off there. 
Peter Sam and Sir Handel take 
care, and so do you, but Pm 
worried about Duncan. He will 
do Rock 'n' Roll. 1 shouldn't 
like his passengers hurt.” 
“Whats that about me? Pm a plain engine and believe in plain speaking, 
Speak up, and stop whispering in corners.” 


Rusty told Duncan about the bad bit of line, and warned him to be 
careful. 


“Huh'” he grunted, “I know my way about, thank you! / don't need 
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smelly Diesels to tell me what 
to do.” 

Rusty looked hurt. 

“Never mind,” said 
Skarloey, “you've done your 
best.” He said no more, but he 


thought a great deal. 

Next morning Rusty left 
Duncan to find his own 
coaches. Duncan snorted and 
banged about the Yard, then 


clattered crossly to the station. 


James was there already. 
“Yow're late,” he snapped. 

“I know,” said Duncan, “it's 
that smelly Diesel's fault. He 
thinks he can teach me how to 
stay on the rails, and then goes 
off and leaves me to find my 
own coaches.” 


“You poor engine,” 


sympathised James. “I know all 
about Diesels. One crept into our Yard, and ordered us about. /'soon sent him 
packing,” 

Duncan gazed at him admiringly. He didn't know that James was boastful, 
and sometimes didn't tell the truth. 

“Send him packing! Send him packing!” snorted Duncan. He climbed the 


nn 


first hill furiously. 

“Well done, boy! Keep it up!” encouraged his Driver. 

They were soon near the first station. 

Duncan was pleased. “Nothing's happened! Nothing's happened!” he 
chorded. “Silly old Diesel! Clever me!” and he swaggered along doing his 
Rock "n' Roll. 


“Steady, boy!” his Driver tried to check him, but too late. 
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There was a tearing, 
cracking, crunching sound, and 
Duncan stopped bumpily. 

“Sleepers and ballast!” 
he exclaimed. “Pm off!” And 
he was! 

“I warned him,” said Rusty 
crossly. 

“ “Duncan, 1 said, “you be 
careful on that bit of line”; but 


all he did was to call me names.” | 

Mr Hugh kept turning 
Rusty's handle. 

“Come on!” he urged. 
“Start up.” 

“No, Mr Hugh Sir, Pm 
sorry to disoblige, but 1 won't 
help that Duncan.” 

“Pm ashamed of you, 
Rusty” said Skarloey severely, 


“think of the passengers. What 
are they going to do?” 

“Oh!” said Rusty, “Pd 
forgotten them. P'm sorry, Mr 
Hugh Sir. We must help the 
passengers,” and his engine 
roared into life, 

“Oh dear!” thought 
Duncan, “now everyone will 
know how silly l am.” 

Presently Mr Hugh and 


Rusty brought sleepers and old rails. Mr Hugh showed the passengers how to 
use them, and they soon levered Duncan back to the line. 
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Duncan was extra careful all day. 

“Rustw,” he whispered that night, “thank you for helping. 'm sorry l 
mas rude,” 

“Thats all right? 

“Y wish all Diesels were like you. Let's be friends.” 


“Suits me,” smiled Rusty “We'll mend that bad bit first thing tomorrow. 
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Little Old Ticins 


JNE day the Owne | 
ONE day the Owner brought some people to see the Railway. He showed 


». 1 "Y ru = ey De A . . , 
then everything. They travelled in the trains, and looked at stations, and 
bridges, and coaches. 


“Yes,” they would say 
thoughtlully, “we'll take this”: or 
“No, we won't take that.” 

They made notes in their 
books. 

Peter Sam whispered to Sir 
Handel. “Men came and did 
that on our old line.” 

“And then,” said Sir 
Handel, “soon afterwards. it 
Will Wasoi? 


“Sold,” finished Peter Sam mournfully. 


Peter Sam didn't sing any more. He wanted to cry. The other engines 
were sad to0. 

“What's the matter with 
you all?” his Driver asked him 
one day. “You look like dying 
ducks!” 

“We don't want to be sold,” 
said Peter Sam miserably. 

“Sold!” the Driver was 
surprised. “Who to?” 

“To those people who came 


o and talked about taking things.” 
A You silly lite engine,” laughed his Driver. “They're not going to buy us. 
l'hey're going to take our pictures on Television.” And he tried to explain 
what that meant. 

“Not going to be sold! Not going to be sold!” sang Peter Sam. He could 
hardly wait to tell the others. He told them about the Television as well, and 
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they were pleased and excited too — all except Sir Handel. 
“] don't hold with it,” he 


grumbled. “Vulgar, I call it. 
Fancy traipsing about making 
an exhibition of yourselves. 1 
won't do it, I tell you. 
Tellysomething indeed! Just let 
the Thin Controller come here, 
PI tell him something)” 
Skarloey said nothing. He 
just winked at Peter Sam — like 


this. 
But next day, when the Thin Controller did come to explain about the 


Television, Sir Handel kept strangely quiet! 

“Now,” said the Thin 

Controller at last, “I want every 
engine to take part.” 

“I] d-d-don't feel well,” 
quavered Sir Handel. 

“You poor engine,” said the 
Thin Controller gravely, “you 
can stay in the Shed...” 

Sir Handel smiled broadly! 

“and your Driver and 


Fireman shall take you to 
pieces. That will make a very interesting picture. Just what we need.” 

Sir Handel's feelings were beyond words! 

“Thats that,” said the Thin Controller. 

“Now Skarloey, will you take Agnes, Ruth, Lucy, Jemima and Beatrice?” 

“Yes please Sir. 1 was hoping you would let me have them.” 

“Duncan shall have a goods train, while Rusty, with Mr Hugh and the 
men, can show how we mend the line.” 

“Please Sir! What about me Sir?” asked Peter Sam anxiously. 

The Thin Controller smiled, “You, Peter Sam, shall pull the special 
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Television train.” 

“Oh Sir! Oh Sir!” bubbled 
Peter Sam in ecstasy. 

The Television men built 
towers for cameras beside the 
line. They put cameras on Ada 
too, and filled Gertrude with 
wires and instruments. Some 
trucks, coupled behind, carried 
aertals and generators. 
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Sir Handel did not enjoy their visit! 


Everyone practised hard 
till they knew just what they 
had to do. 

At last the time came, and 
the Announcer gave the signal. 
“We're on the air! We're on the 
air!” puffed Peter Sam, and he 
rolled the heavy train to the 
“Shops”, where Sir Handel was 
being mended. 


“We're on the air! We're on the air,” chanted Peter Sam. He trundled 


over the bridge near the Middle 
Station. “Peep Peep!” he 
whistled to Duncan, “we're 
coming!” 

The Announcer talked to 
Duncan, and then they puffed 
over the second bridge to 
Quarry Siding, where Rusty, 
Mr Hugh and the men were 


waiting to explain about their 
work, 
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Soon they had to go. Peter 
Sam whisded, Rusty tooted in 
reply, and they clattered 
through the tunnel, rumbled 
over the viaduct near the 
waterfall, and rolled at last into 
the Top Station. 

The Owner climbed down. 
“We arranged for Television,” 
he said, “to let everyone see our 
Litdle Old Engine. We are 
proud of him, 95 years old and good as new! There's nothing like him 
anywhere. Three cheers for Skarloey.” 

“Pecp! Peep! Peep!” whisted Peter Sam, and everybody joined in. 

Skarloey smiled. “Pm very glad to be home again. Thank you Sir, and all, 
for your nice surprise. Now P'll surprise you. Listen! When I was mended in 


England, l found my Twin!” 

The Owner stared. “Is there really another engine like you?” 

“Yes Sir,” chuckled Skarloey, “there is. Another engine came to be 
mended too, called Talyllyn. When the workmen saw us together, they 
laughed and called us their litde old twins”. 

“Talyllyn told me about his Railway. Itis a lovely one, at Towyn in Wales. 


“Well Sir, they mended us ATT 


both and sent us home; but | 
often think of Talyllyn. He's 95 
years old 100, just like me. 
“Please go to see him, all of 
you, and wish him *Dry rails 
and good running! from 
Skarloey, his “Litde Old Twin".” 


We are indebted to John Adams Publicirv) Lid for 


help ín the preparation of the picture opposite 


THE RAILWAY SERIES NO. 15 


The Twin Engines 


THE REV. W. AWDRY 
with illustrauons by 


JOHN T. KENNEY 


DEAR FRIENDS, 

The Fat Controller has just been having a Disturbing 
Time! He ordered one goods engine from Scotland, 
and was surprised to receive two! 

They had both lost their numbers, and no one knew 
which was which. So he didn't know which engine to 
keep. 

THE AUTHOR 
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WMullo Twins!" 


MORE and more people 
travelled on the Fat Controller's 
Railway. More and more ships 
came to the harbours. 
Everyone had to work very 
hard indeed. 

The trucks complained 
bitterly; but then, trucks always 
do, and no one takes much 
notice. 

The coaches complained 
too. No sooner had they arrived with one train, than they had to go out again 


with fresh passengers as another. 

“We don't know whether 
we're coming or golmmg,” they 
protested. “We feel quite 
distracted.” 

“No one can say,” grumbled 
Henry, “that we're afraid of 
hard work, but...” 

. we draw the line at 
goods trains,” finished Gordon. 

“Dirty trucks, dirty sidings. 


Ugh!” put in James. 

“What are you boiler-aching about?” asked Duck. “I remember on the 
Great Western...” 

“That tin-pot railway...” 

“Tin-pot indeed! Let me tell you...” 

“Silence!” ordered a well-known voice. “Let me tell you that an engine for 
goods work will arrive from Scotland tomorrow.” 

The news was received with acclamation. 


DA — 
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The Fat Controller stared. 
“Did you say two engines, 
Inspector?” 

“Yes, Sir.” 

“Then send the other back 
atonce.” 

“Certainly Sir, but which?” 

The Fat Controller stared 
again. “Engines have numbers, 
Inspector,” he explained 
patiently. “We bought No. 
57646. Send the other one back.” 


“Quite so Sir, but there is a difficulty.” 
“What do you mean?” 


“The two engines are exactly alike Sir, and have no numbers. They say 
they lost them on the way.” 


The Fat Controller seized his hat. “We"ll soon settle that nonsense,” he 
said grimly. 

The two engines greeted 
him cheerfully. 

“I hear you've lost your 
numbers,” he said. “How did 
that happen?” 

“They maun hae slyly 
slippit af Sirr. Ye ken hoo 1t 1s.” 
The engines spoke in chorus. 

“I know. Accidentally on 
purpose.” 


The twins looked pained. 
“Girr la y. ae » , ” , 
Sirr! Ye wadnae be thinkin' we lost them on purrpose?” 


'm not so sure,” said the Fat Controller. “Now then, which of you 1s 
57646?” 


“That, Sirr, is juist what we canna mind.” 


The Fat Controller looked at their solemn faces. He turned away. 
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He seemed to have difhiculty 
with his own. 
He swung round again. 
“What are your names?” 
“Donal an' Douggie, Sirr.” 
“Good!” he said. “Then 
your Controller can tell me 
which of you is which.” 
“Och! Ye*ll no get muckle 
help fae him, Sirr.” 
“Why?” 


“He disna ken oor names Sirr. Hoo cud he? We only gien oorsels names 


when we lost oor nummers.” 

“One of you,” said the Fat Controller, “is playing truant. I shall find him 
out and send him home. Inspector,” he ordered, “give these engines numbers, 
and set them to work.” 

He walked sternly away. 
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The Missing Coach 


SOON workmen came to give the twins their numbers. Donald was 9 and 


Douglas 10. When the men went away, they were left alone in the Shed. 
“Ye may hace noticed, 
Douggie, that yon penters 
forgot somethin'.” 
“What did they forget?” 
“They pented braw new 
nummers on oor tenders, but 
they put nane on uz.” Donald 
winked broadly at his twin. 
“Ye mean,” grinned 
Douglas, “that we can...” 
“Juist that,” chuckled 
Donald. “Haud yer wheesht. Here's the Inspector.” 
“Now 9 and 10,” smiled the 
Inspector, “here's Duck. He'll 


show you round before you start 


work.” 

The twins enjoyed 
themselves, and were soon 
friends with Duck. They didn't 
mind what they did. They 
tackled goods trains and 
coaches easily; for, once the 


twins had shunted them, trucks 


knew better than to try any tricks. 
“We like it fine here,” said Donald. 
“That's good,” smiled Duck, “but take my tip, watch out for Gordon, 
Henry and James. They're sure to try some nonsense.” 
“Dinna fash yersel,” chuckled Douglas. “We'll suin settle them.” 
Donald and Douglas had deep-toned whistles. 
“They sound like buses,” said Gordon. 
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"Or ships,” sniggered Henry. 
“Tug-boat Annie!” laughed Gordon. “Ha! Ha!” 


Donald and Douglas 
cruised quietly up, one on each 
side. “Ye wadnae be makkin' 
fun o” uz wad ye noo?” asked 
Donald. 

Gordon and Henry jumped. 
They glanced nervously from 
side to side. 

“Er, no,” said Gordon. 

“No, no, certainly not,” said 
Henry. 

“That's fine,” said Douglas. “Noo juist mind the baith o' ye, and keep it 
that wey.” 

That was the way Gordon 
and Henry kept it 

Every day, punctually at 
3.30, Gordon steams in with the 
Express. It is called “Fhe Wild 
Nor” Wester”, and is full of 
people from England, Wales, 
and Scotland. There is also a 


special coach for passengers 


travelling to places on Thomas” 
Branch Line. 

When the other coaches are taken away empty, engines have to remember 
to shunt the special coach to the bay platform. It does not wait there long, 
Thomas, with Annie and Clarabel, comes hurrying from the junction to fetch 
it. Thomas is very proud of his Special Coach. 

One afternoon Douglas helped Duck in the Yard while Donald waited to 
take a goods train to the other end of the line. As Duck was busy arranging 
Donald's trucks, Douglas offered to take away Gordon's coaches. 

Douglas was enjoying himself, when an awful thought struck him. “1 hope 


| 

nm 
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the Fat Controller disna find oot 
I shudna be here. 1 cudna abide 
gooin' back.” He worried so 
much over this that he forgot 
about Thomas' special coach. 

He pushed it with the 
others into the carriage siding, 
then ambled along to join 
Donald at the water column. As 
he went, Thomas scampered by 
whistling cheerfully. 

Soon Thomas came fussing. “Where's my coach?” 

SS “Cooch?” asked Donald. 
E —Á o i “What cooch?” 

> son AA Y JARA AAN “My special coach, that 

Ju! 107 Gordon brings for me. It's gone. 

I must find it.” He bustled away. 

“Losh sakes!” said Douglas. 
“I maun hae stowed the special 
cooch wi the ithers.” 

“D ye see that?” exclalmed 
Donald's Driver. A mob of 
angry passengers erupted from 
the a “They're complainin' tae the Fat Controller. He'll be comin” here 
next. 

“Noo listen,” said Douglas' Driver. We'll chainge tenders. Then awa” wi 
ye, Donal, an” tak yon Guids. Dinna fash aboot uz. Quick noo! Dae as l say.” 

l'he Fat Controller and three passengers walked towards them; but 
Donald, with Douglas” tender (10), was out and away with the Goods before 
they came near. Douglas and his Driver waited with innocent expressions. 

A bi said the Fat Controller, “No. 9, and why have you not taken the 
+00ds: 


“My tender is awa' Sirr.” The Driver showed him the tender, still 
uncoupled. 
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“I see, some defect no 
doubt. Tell me, why did No. 10 
leave so quickly?" 

“Mebbe Sirr,” put in 
Douglas, “he saw yc comin' an 
thocht he was late.” 

“Hm.” said the Fat 
Controller, 

He turned to the 
passengers. “Here, Gentlemen, 
are the facts. No. 10 has been 


hunting the Yard. Your coach disappeared, We investigate. No. 10 - er 


disappears 100. You can draw your conclusions, Please accept my apologies. 
he matter will be investigated. 
Good afternoon, Gentlemen.” 

he Far Controller watched 
them till hey climbed the 
station ramp. His shoulders 
twitched; he wiped his eyes. 
Douglas wondered if he was 
eryving. He was not. 

He swung round suddenly. 


“Douglas”, he rapped, “why are 


you masquerading with 


Donald's tender?” 
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Break Van 


THE Fat Controller scolded both engines severely. 


“There must be no more tricks,” he said. “I shall be watching you both. 
I have to decide which of you is 


to stay.” He strode away. 

The twins looked glum. 
Neither wanted to stay without 
the other. They said so. 

“Then what is tae dae?” 
wondered Douglas. 

“Och!” said Donald. “Each 


maun be aye guid as ither. Syne 
hell hae tae keep uz baith.” 


Their plan was good; but 
they had reckoned without a spiteful Brake van. 

The van had taken a dislike to Douglas. Things always went wrong when 
he had to take it out. Then his 
7% trains were late, and he was 
| blamed. Douglas began to 
1 worry. 


“Ye're a muckle nuisance,” 
said Donald one day. “It's tae 
leave ye behind Pd be wantin'.” 

“You can't,” said the van, 
“Pm essential.” 

“Och are ye?” Donald burst 
out. “Ye're nacthin' but a 
sereechin” an” a noise when a's said an” done. Spite Douggie wad ye? Tak that.” 

“Oh! Oh! Oh!” cried the van. 


“Haud yer wheesht,” said Donald severely. “There's mair comin' syne ye 
misbehave.” 


The van behaved better after that. Douglas” trains were punctual, and the 
twins felt happier. 
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The: - TS : AI : 
' 1 Donald had an accident. He backed into a siding. The rails were 
S cry >. ( , PS. : ES 
it He couldn*t stop in time, and crashed through the buflers into a 
signal box. : 


One moment the 
Signalman was standing on the 
stairs; the next, he was sitting 
on the coal in Donald's tender. 
He was most annoyed. 

“You clumsy great engine,” 
he stormed, “now you must stay 
there. You've jammed my 
points. It serves you right for 
spoiling my nice new signal 
box.” 

The Fat Controller was cross too. “1 am disappointed, Donald,” he said. 
“I did not expect such — er — such clumsiness from you. 1 had decided to send 


Douglas back and kecp you.” 

“Pm sorry, Sirr,” but Donald didn't say what he was sorry for. We know, 
don't we? 

“I should think so too,” 
went on the Fat Controller 
indignandy. “You have upset my 
Arrangements. It is Most 
Inconvenient. Now James will 
have to help with the goods 
work, while you have your 
tender mended. James won't 
like that.” 

The Fat Controller was 
right. James grumbled dreadfully. 

“Ony wan wad think,” said Douglas, “that Donal had his accident on 
purrpose. 1 heard tell,” he went on, “aboot an engine an' some tar wagons.” 


Gordon and Henry chuckled. 
“Shut up!” said James. “It's not funny.” 


PA TE Twin ENGINES 00 a a 


| “Weel, weel, weel!” said 
Douglas innocently. “Shairly 
Jeames it wasna you? Ye dinna 
say!” 
James didn't say. He was 
sulky next morning, and 
wouldn't steam properly. When 
at last he did start, he bumped 
the trucks hard. 
“He's cross,” sniggered the 
spiteful Brake van. “We'll try to 
make him crosser still!” 


“Hold back!” whispered the 
van to the trucks. 

“Hold back!” giggled the 
trucks to each other. 

James did his best, but he 
was exhausted when they 
reached Edward's station. 
Luckily Douglas was there. 

“Help me up the hill 
please,” panted James. “These 
trucks are playing tricks.” 


“We'll show them,” said Douglas grimly. 
“ComeonComeonCOMEON” pufled James crossly. 

“Get MOV-in” you! Get MOV-in” you!” puffed Douglas from behind. 
Slowly but surely the snorting engines forced the unwilling trucks up the 


hill. 


But Jan dol IES 
James was losing steam. “I can't do it. 1 can't do it,” he panted. 


“LAE IT TAE ME! LAE IT TAE ME” shouted Douglas. He pushed and 


he pufted so furiously that sparks leapt from his funnel. 
Ooer!” groaned the van. “I wish Pd never thought of this.” It was 


squeezed between Douglas and the trucks. “Go on! Go on!” it screamed; but 
they took no notice. 
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he Guard was anxious. “Go steady!” he yelled to Douglas. “The van's 


breaking.” 


Itwas too late. The Guard 
jumped as the van collapsed. 
He landed safely on the side of 
the line. 

“I might have known it 
would be Douglas!” 

“I'm sorry Sirr. Mebbe 1 
was clumsy, but I wadna be 
beaten by yon tricksie van.” 

“I see,” said the Fat 
Controller. 

Edward brought workmen to clear the mess. 

“Douglas was grand Sir,” he said. “James had no steam left, but Douglas 
worked hard enough for three. ] 
heard him from my yard.” 

“Tio would have been 
enough,” said the Fat Controller 
drily. “] want to be fair, 
Douglas,” he went on. *] 
admire your determination, but 

. I don't know, I really dont 


know.” 


He turned and walked 


thoughtully away. 


1N 
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The Deputation 


“HE'LL send uz awa? for shair, 
Donal.” 

“Pm thinkin yere richt 
there, Douggic. The luck's aye 
been agin uz. An engine disna 
ken what tae dae for the best.” 

Snow came carly that year. 
It was heavier than usual. lt 
stayed too, and choked the lines. 
Most engines hate snow. Donald 
and Douglas were used to it. 


They knew what to do. Their Drivers spoke to the Inspector, and they were 
soon coupled back to back, with a van between their tenders. Then, each with 
a snow plough on their fronts, they set to work. 

ae pufled busily backwards and forwards patrolling the line. Generally 
the snow slipped away easily, but sometimes they found deeper drifts. 

Then they would charge 
them again and again, snorting, 
slipping, puffing, panting, till 
they had forced their way 
through. 

Presently they came to a 
drift which was larger than 
most. They charged it, and 
were backing for another try. 
There was a feeble whistle, 

S people waved and shouted. 
“Losh sakes, Donal, it's Henry! Dinna fash yersel, Henry. Bide a wee. 
We'll hae ye oot!” 
kk 


Phe Fat Controller was returning soon. The twins were glum. “He'll send 
uz back for shair,” they said. 
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“lUs a shame!” sympathised Percy. 
"A lot of nonsense about a signal box,” erumbled Gordon. “Too many of 
those, if you ask me.” 

“That Brake van too,” put 
in James. “Good riddance. 
That's what I say.” 

“They were splendid in the 
snow,” added Henry. “It isn't 
fair.” They all agrced that 
Something Must Be Done, but 
none knew what. 

One day Percy talked to 
Edward about it. 

“What you need,” said Edward, “is a Deputation.” He explained what 


that was. 

Percy ran back quickly. 
“Edward says we need a 
Depotstation,” he told the 
others, 

“Of course,” said Gordon, 
“the question is...” 

, what is a 
desperation?” asked Henry. 

“It's when engines tell the 


Fat Controller something's 
wrong, and ask him to put it right.” 

“Did you say tell he Fat Controller?” asked Duck thoughtfully. There was 
a long silence. 

*] propose,” said Gordon at last, “that Percy be our — er hum — 
disputation.” 

“HI” squeaked Percy. “I can't.” 

“Rubbish Percy,” said Henry. “Its easy.” 

“Thats setded then,” said Gordon. 


Poor Percy wished it wasn'l 
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“Hullo Percy! It's nice to be 
back.” 

Percy jumped. Some trucks 
went flying. 

“Er y-y-yes Sir, please Sir.” 

“You look nervous, Percy. 
What's the matter?” 

“Please Sir, they've made 
me a Desperation Sir. To Speak 
to You Sir. I don't like it Sir.” 

The Fat Controller 
pondered. “Do you mean a Deputation, Percy?” he asked. 

“Yes Sir, please Sir. l's Donald and Douglas Sir. They say, Sir, that if you 
send them away, Sir, they'll be turned into Scrap, Sir. Thatd be dreadful, Sir. 
Please Sir, don't send them away, Sir. They're nice engines, Sir.” 

“Thank you, Percy. That will do.” He walked away. 

“I had a — er — deputation 


> a, : y , : 
lo | E MM yesterday,” said the Fat 
] . 


Controller. “I understand your 
ca a A [celings but dio nol approve of 
ias = S $ interference.” He paused 
a impressively. “Donald and 
Douglas, 1 hear that your work 

in the snow was good. What 
colour paint would you like?” 

The twins were surprised. 
| “Blue, Sirr, please.” 

“Very well. But your names will be painted on you. We”ll have no more 

“mistakes”.” 

“Thankye Sirr. Dis this mean that the baith o' uz... ?” 

The Fat Controller smiled. “It means... .” 


But the rest of his speech was drowned in a delighted chorus of cheers 
and whistles. 
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Branch Line Engines 


THE REV. W. AWDRY 
with illustrations by 


JOHN T. KENNEY 


DEAR FRIENDS, 

We never have a dull moment on our Branch Line. 
Thomas was silly and got into trouble, so a Diesel 
Rail-car called Daisy came. She caused trouble, but has 
now promised to be good, so the Fat Controller has 
kindly given her another chance. 

Meanwhile Toby chased a bull, Percy got into a 
predicament and... 


But you must read the stories for yourselves. 
THE AUTHOR 
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Thomas Comes to Breakfast 


LHOMAs the Tank Engine has worked his Branch Line for many ycars. You 
know just where to stop, Thomas!” laughed his Driver. “You could almost 


manage without me!” 

Thomas had become conceited. He didn't realise his Driver was joking, 
“Driver says 1 don't need him 
now,” he told the others. 

“Don't be so daft!” snorted 
Percy. 

“P'd never go without my 
Driver,” said Toby earnestly. 
“Pd be frightened.” 

“Pooh!” boasted Thomas. 
“I'm not scared.” 

“Yow'd never dare!” 

“I would then. You'll see 


p> 
. 


lt was dark next morning 
when the Firclighter came. 
Thomas drowsed comfortably 
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as the warmth spread through 
his boiler. He woke again in 
daylight. Percy and Toby were 
still aslecp. Thomas suddenly 
remembered. “Silly stick-in-the- 
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muds,” he chuckled. “Pl show 
them! Driver hasn't come yet, 


so here goes.” 

He cautiously tried first one piston, then the other. “They're moving! 
They're moving!” he whispered. “Pll just go out, then Pll stop and 
'wheeceesh”. That'll make them jump!” 

Very, very quietly he headed for the door. 

Thomas thought he was being clever; but really he was only moving because 
a careless cleaner had meddled with his controls. He soon found his mistake. 
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He tried to “whececesh”. 
but he couldn't. He tried to 
stop, but he couldn't. He just 
kept rolling along, 

“The bufTers will stop me,” 
he thought hopefully, but that 
siding had no buffers. It just 
ended at the road. 

Thomas” wheels left the 
rails and crunched the tarmac. 


“Horrors!” he exclaimed, and 
shut his eyes. He didn't dare look at what was coming next. 


The Stationmaster's family were having breakfast. They were eating ham 
and eggs. 


There was a crash — the 
house rocked — broken glass 
E tinkled — plaster peppered their 
plates. 

Thomas had collected a 
bush on his travels. He peered 
anxiously into the room through 
its leaves. He couldn't speak. 
The Stationmaster grimly 
strode out and shut ofl steam. 

His wife picked up her 
plate. “You miserable engine,” she scolded. “Just look what you've done to our 


breakfast! Now 1 shall have to cook some more.” She banged the door. More 
plaster fell. This time, it fell on Thomas. 


Thomas felt depressed. The plaster was tickly. He wanted to sneeze, but 
he didn't dare in case the house fell on him. Nobody came for a long time. 
Everyone was much too busy. 

At last workmen propped up the house with strong poles. They laid rails 


through the garden, and Donald and Douglas, puffing hard, managed to haul 
l'homas back to the Yard. 
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His funnel was bent. Bits of fencing, the bush, and a broken window- 
Irame festooned his front, which was badly twisted. He looked comic. 


The Twins laughed and left 
him. He was in disgrace. 

“You are a very naughty 
engine.” 

“I know, Sir. Pm sorry, Sir.” 
Thomas' voice was mulHled 
behind his bush. 

“You must go to the Works, 
and have your front end 
mended. It will be a long job.” 

“Yes, Sir,” faltered Thomas. 


“Meanwhile,” said the Fat Controller, “a Diesel Rail-car will do your 


work.” 

“A D-D-Diesel, Sir?” 
Thomas spluttered. 

“Yes, Thomas. Diesels 
always stay in their sheds till 
they are wanted. Diesels never 
gallivant off to breakfast in 
Stationmasters' houses.” The 
Fat Controller turned on his 


heel, and sternly walked away. 


es 
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Daisy 


ThE Fat Controller stood on the 
platform. Percy and Toby 
watched him anxiously. “Here.” 
he said, “is Daisy, the Diesel 
Rail-car who has come to help 
while Thomas is — er — 
indisposed.” 


“Please, Sir,” asked Percy, 


“will she go, Sir, when Thomas 
comes back, Sir?” 


“That depends,” said the 


Fat Controller. “Meanwhile, however long she stays, 1 hope you will both 
make her welcome and comfortable.” 


“Yes, Sir, we'll try, Sir,” said the engines. ' 
“Good. Run along now, and show her the Shed. She will want to rest alter 


. es ” 
her journey. 


Daisy was hard to please. 
She shuddered at the Engine 
Shed. “This is dreadfully 
smelly,” she announced. “I'm 
highly sprung, and anything , 
smelly is bad for my swerves. 

They tried the Carriage 
Shed. “This is better,” said 
Daisy, “but whatever is that 
rubbish?” 

The “rubbish” turned out to be Annie, Clarabel, and Henrietta, who 
were most oflended. 

“We won't stay to be insulted,” they fumed. Percy and Toby had to take 
them away, and spend half the night soothing their hurt feelings. 

The engines woke next morning feeling exhausted. ; 

Daisy, on the other hand, felt bright and cheerful. “Uu-o00! Uu-o00!” she 
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tooted as she came out of the 
Yard, and backed to the station. 

“Look at me!” she purred to 
the waiting passengers. “I'm the 
latest Diesel, highly sprung and 
right up to date. You won't 
want Thomas' bumpy old 
Annie and Clarabel now.” 

The Passengers were 
interested. They climbed in and 
sat back comfortably, waiting 


for Daisy to start. 

Every morning a van is 
coupled to Thomas” first train. 
The farmers send their milk to 
the station, and Thomas takes it 
down to the dairy. 

Thomas never minds the 
extra load, but Daisy did. As 
soon as she saw that the van 


was to be coupled to her, she 


stopped purring, “Do they 
expect me to pull that?” she asked indignantly. 

“Surely,” said her Driver, “you can pull one van.” 

“I won't,” said Daisy. “Percy can do it. He loves messing about with 
trucks.” 

She began to shudder violently. 

“Nonsense,” said her Driver. “Come on now, back down.” 

Daisy lurched backwards. She was so cross that she blew a fuse. “Told 
you,” she said, and stopped. 

The Shunter, the Guard, the Stationmaster, and her Driver all argued 
with her, but 1t was no use. 

“Is Fitter's orders,” she said. 

“What 15?” 
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“My Fitters a very nice 
man. He is interested in my 
case. He comes every week, and 
cxamines me carefully. Daisy 
he Says, "never, never pull. 
Yow're highly sprung, and 
pulling is bad for your swerves.' 

“So that's how it 157 
finished Daisy. 


Stuff and nonsense!” said 
the Stationmaster. 


“I can't understand,” said the Shunter, “whatever made the Fat Controller 
send us such a fecble .. .” 

“F-E£Efecble!” spluttered Daisy. “Let me... -” 

“Stop arguing,” grumbled 
the passengers. “We're late 
already.” 

So they uncoupled the van, 
and Daisy purred away feeling 
very pleased with herself. 

“That's a good story,” she 
chuckled. “Pll do just what 
work 1 choose and no more.” 

But she said it to herself. 
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Bulls-eyos 


Tony the Tram Engine has cow-catchers and side-plates. They help to 
prevent animals getting hurt if they stray on to the line. Daisy thought they 
were silly. She said Toby was afraid 
of getting hurt himself. 

“I'm not,” said Toby indignandy. 
“You are. Pue not got stupid 
cow-catchers, but 'm not frightened. 
Pd just toot, and theyd all get out of 

the way.” 
“But they don't,” said Toby simply. 
“They would with me. Animals 
always run if you toot and look them 


in the eye.” 

“Even bulls?” 

“Even bulls,” said Daisy confidently. 

Daisy had never met a bull, but 
she purred away quite unconcerned. 
At the level-crossing cars walted behind 
gates to let her pass. She tooted at a 
farm-crossing, and a horse and cart 
halted while she went by. 

“Pooh!” she said. “It's easy. 1 just 
toot, and they all stand aside. Poor 
litde Toby! L am sorry he's 
frightened.” 

At the next station, a policeman 
“There's a bull on the line,” he warned them. “Please drive it 


was walUng. 
along towards the farmer.” 

Daisy was excited. “Now,” she thought, “Pll show Toby how to manag€ 
bulls.” 
Champion wasn't really a fierce bull, but this morning he was cross. They 
had driven him away before he had finished breakfast, and tried to put him in 
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a cattle-float. They had pulled him 


and pushed him, prodded and 
slapped him, but he wouldn't go, 
He broke away, 
the road. He saw 
and slithere 


and trotted down 
a lence, jumped it, 
d down a slope. 
Champion was surprised. This 
was a new kind of field. lt had a 
brown track at the bottom, but there 
was plenty of grass on e 
he was still hungry. 


ach side, and 


“Uuuu Oooo!” tooted Daisy. 
“Go on!” 

Champion had his back to her. 
He was too busy to pay any attention. 

“Uuuuuuu Ooooooo!” said 
Daisy again. | 

Champion went on cating, 

“This is all wrong,” thought 
Daisy. “How can I look him in the 
eye 1f he won't turn round? 


E S 
Uuuuuuuuuu Oooo0000000! 


At last Champion turned and noticed Daisy. “Moooooooo!” he said, and 
came towards her, still chewing, He wondered what she was. 

“Uuu Ooo!” said Daisy feebly. 
“Why doesn't he run away?” 


The Guard and the policeman 


tried to “shoo” Champion. But he 


wouldn't stay “shooed”. As soon as 


they turned away, he came back. He 
was a most inquisitive animal. 

“Go on. Daisy,” said her Driver. 
“He's harmless.” 


“Yes” 


said Daisy unhappily. “Lu 
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know he's harmless, and / know he's harmless, but does he know? Besides, look 
at his horns, 1£ 1 bumped into him he might hurt - er — them. The farmer 
wouldn't like that.” 

Champion came close, and sniffed at Daisy. “Oooof.” she said, backing 
hastily. 

Toby was surprised to find Daisy 
back once more at the station. The 
passengers told him about the bull. 
He chuckled. 

“Bulls always run if you toot and 
look them in the eye. Eh Daisy?” 

Daisy said nothing, 

“Ah well!” Toby went on. “We 
live and learn. Vd better chase him 


for you, | suppose.” 

He clanked away. 

But Champion took no notice of Toby's bell or whistle. He didn't move 
till Toby “hooshed” him with steam. Then Toby gently “shooed” him along 
the track to where the farmer and his men were waiting. 

Daisy had an exhausting day. Toby and Percy often met her on their 
journeys, and though they never mentioned bulls, they gave her pitying looks. 
It made her so cross! 

Her last journey ended at the Top Station. Some boys were on the platlorm. 
Suddenly one of them came running, 
holding a paper bag. “Look!” he 
shouted. “Pve got a quarter of bull's- 
eyes. I think they're super, don't you?” 

They shared the sweets and 
sucked happily. 

“Grrrrrh!” said Daisy. “Keep 
your old bull's-eyes.” She scuttled to 


her shed. 
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Perecy"s Predicament 


TobY brought Henrietta to the 
Top Station. Percy was 
grumpily shunting. “Hullo, 
Percy,” he said, “l see Daisy's 
left the milk again.” 

“Pl have to make a special 
journey with it, I suppose,” 
grumbled Percy. “Anyone would 
think Pd nothing to do.” 

Toby pondered the 
problem. “Tell you what,” he 
said at last, “Pll take the milk; you fetch my trucks.” 

k Their Drivers and the Stationmaster agreed, and both engines set off. 
[hey thought it would be a nice change. 

Percy trundled away to the 
Quarry. He had never been 
there before. “It's steep,” he 
thought, “but I can manage. 
Trucks don't dare to play tricks 
on me now.” 

He marshalled them in a 
lordly way. “Hurry along 
there,” he said, and bumped 
them if they dallied. The trucks 
were annoyed. 


“This is Toby's place,” cea MS “Percy's got no right to poke his 
funnel up here and push us around.” 


[hey whispered and passed the word. 
“Pay Percy out!” 


At las Vw > > > ' 
At last they were all arranged. “Come along,” pufled Percy sharply. “No 
nonsense.” 


“We'll give him nonsense!” giggled the trucks, but they followed so quiely 
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that Percy thought they were 
completely under control. 
They rumbled along the 
twisty line till they saw ahead 
the notice saying ALL TRAINS 
STOP TO PIN DOWN BRARES. 
“Peep! Pecp! Pecp!” 
whistled Percy. “Brakes, Guard, 
please!” But before he could 
check them the trucks surged 
forward. “On! On!” they cried. 
Percy, taken by surprise, could not stop them, and in a moment they were 


carcering down the hill. 

“Help! Help!” whistled 
Percy. The man on duty at the 
street-crossing rushed to warn 
traffic with his red flag, but was 
too late to switch Percy to the 
“runaway” siding; 

A slow-moving cockerel lost 
his tail feathers as Percy 
thundered across, but Percy 
couldn't bother with him. He 
had other things to worry about. 


Frantically trying to grip the 
rails, he slid past he Engine 
Shed into the Yard, “Pecep 
peecececep! Look out!” he 
whisded. His Driver and 
Fireman jumped clear. Percy 
shut his eyes and waited for the 
end. 

At the end of the Yard 


there are sheds where workmen 
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shape 
do di PES brought from the Quarry. Then they load it into trucks, 
: are pulled to another siding out of the way. A train of these stood here 
when Percy came slithering down 
The Gua ¿ : : $ 
e Guard had left his van. He was talking to the Stationmaster. They 


he: anti lí , 
A mA frantic whistling and a splintering crash. They rushed from the ofhce. 
he brake van was in 


smithereens. Percy, still whistling 
fit to burst, was perched on a 
couple of trucks, while his own 
trucks were piled up behind 
him. 

The Fat Controller arrived 
next day. Toby and Daisy had 
helped to remove most of the 


wreckage, but Percy still stood 
on his perch. 


“We mus $ ” . 
e ee try” said the Fat Controller crossly, “to run the Branch 
v1 A E 
“> Ed and a Diesel. You have put us in an Awkward Predicament.” 
Pm sorry, Sir.” 


“y 
e pie the Fat Controller went on, “till we are ready. 

you to be careful with trucks.” 

Percy sighed. The trucks 
wobbled beneath his wheels. He 
quite understood about 
awkward predicaments. 

The Fat Controller spoke 
severely to Daisy, to0. 

“My engines do not tell lies,” he 
said. “They work hard, with no 
shirking. I send lazy engines 


away.” 
Daisy was ashamed. 


“H ” 

OWEever, « 

A a he went on, Toby says you worked hard yesterday after 
ercy's accident, so you shall have another chance.” 
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“Thank you, Sir,” said 
Daisy. “1 will work hard, Sir. 
Toby says he"l! help me.” 

“Excellent What Toby 
doesn't know about Branch 
Line problems,” the Fat 
Controller chuckled, “such as 
er — bulls, isn't worth knowing, 
Our Toby's an Experienced 
Engine.” 

Thomas came back next 
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4 and Percy was sent to be mended. Annie and Clarabel were delighted to 
- Thomas again, and he took them for a run at once because they hadn't 


e out while he was away. 


Thomas, Toby, and Daisy are now all friends. Daisy often takes the milk 
for Thomas and when Toby is busy, she takes Henrietta. 
Toby has taught Daisy a great deal. She “shooed” a cow off the line all by 


herself the other day! 
That shows you, doesn't it? 


262 


THE RAILWAY SERIES NO 17 


Gallant Old Engine 


THE REV. W, AWDRY 
with illustrations by 


JOHN T KENNEY 


DEAR FRIENDS, 


On the second page of Four Little Engines Rheneas was taken 


away to be mended. He was away for a long time, but has now 
come home. 


All the Litle Engines are together at last. They are delighted. 
Rheneas is their hero. He had saved the Railway. . ... 


There is a real engine like Rheneas. His name is Dolgoch and his 
home is at Towyn in Wales. 


Some years ago he saved the Talyllyn Railway. We are proud of 
our gallant old engine. 


THE AUTHOR 


The author gratefully acknowledges the help given by fellow members of the 
Talyllyn Railway Preservation Society in the preparation of this book. 
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Special Funnel 


Perer Sam's funnel had never 
been quite the same since his 
accident with the slate trucks. 
Now, as he pulled up and down 
the line, the winter wind tugged 
at it, trying to blow it away. 
“My funnel feels wobbly,” 
he complained. “1 wish the 
Thin Controller would hurry up 
with my new one. He says 1 will 
be “Something Special!” ” 
“You and your special funnel!” said the other engines, and laughed. 
They were all fond of Peter Sam; but he talked so much about his special 


lunnel that it had become quite a joke. 
The winter weather worricd Mr Hugh. Wind broke branches from trees, 


while rain turned hillside srreams into torrents which threatened to wash the 
line away. 

Mr Hugh and the men patrolled the line every day with Rusty. They 
removed branches and cleared 
culverts so that the water could 
flow away. But one morning 
they found bad trouble. 

A fresh torrent had broken 
out, and Mr Hugh had to stop 
all trains. “There's been a 
'wash-out' near the tunnel,” he 
said. “The track-bed 1s swept 
away.” 

The men worked hard and 
repaired the damage in a week, While hey worked, the weather changed. It 
became frosty and very cold. They finished just in time for Market Day, and 
Peter Sam took the morning train very carefully over he mended piece of line. 


204- 


The tunnel was short, but 
curved, so they could not see 
right through it. Suddenly the 
Driver shouted, “There's 
something hanging from the 
roof!” He braked. There was a 
clanging crash. When Peter 
Sam and his coaches stopped in 


the open air, he no longer had 
his funnel. 
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The Guard found the 
funnel and a thick icicle. 
“That's what hit you, Peter 
Sam,” he said. 

They started again, but the 
Passengers grumbled at the 
smoke, so when the Fireman 
saw an old drain-pipe, they 
stopped and wired it on. 

The engines laughed and 


laughed when Peter Sam came home. Sir Handel made up a rhyme: 


Peter Sam's said again and again, 

His new funnel will put ours to shame, 

He went into the tunnel, 

And lost his old funnel, 

Now his famous new funnel's a drain! 

They teased Peter Sam 
dreadfully, but his new funnel 
arrived quite soon. 

“Oh dear!” he said, 
“someone's squashed it.” 

The Thin Controller 
laughed. “It's a Giesl, the most 
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up-to-date funnel there is, Listen! When you puff, you draw air through your 
fire to make 18 burn brighdy. With your old funnel pulling is hard work. It uses 
strength you need for pulling trains. Your new funnel has special pipes which 
help the air come easily. Pulling will be easier. so you will have more strength 


lor your work.” 
"Yes, Sir,” said Peter Sam doubtfullw. 


At first Peter Sam's special 
funnel was a great joke. Sir 
Handel and Duncan asked him 
why he had sat on it, and then 
hooted with laughter. But when 
Peter Sam started work it was a 
very diflerent story. 

Even Sir Handel was 
impressed. “I can't understand 
it,” he said. “Peter Sam never 
seems to work hard. He just 
says “Ishe, Tshe, Tshe, Tshe,* and simply strolls away with any train he's given. 


He makes it look so casy!” 
They don't laugh at Peter Sam's funnel now. They wish they had one like it! 
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Steam-roller 


SIR HANDEL kept slipping between the 
rails, so they gave him new wheels 
with broad tyres. 

The other engines teased him. 
“Look at his *steam-roller” wheels,” 
they laughed. 

“You shut up!” Sir Handel 
snorted. “You're jealous. My wheels 
are special, like Peter Sam's funnel. 
Now, Pll go faster than any of you.” 

“Yow'1l never!” The engines were 
surprised. Sir Handel's trains were usually late. E 

Skarloey winked. “With your grand new wheels, Sir Handel, he said 
gravely, “you're just the engine to 
tackle George.” 

“Who's George?” Sir Handel 
asked. 

While Sir Handel was in the 
Shed waiting for his new wheels, 
workmen had come to widen the 


road which ran for a mile or two 
beside the railway. They pulled down 
the wall, and nothing now protected 
the line. 

George was their steam-roller. He chuffered to and fro, making rude 
remarks when the engines passed. “Railways are no good,” he would say. 
“Pull "em up. Turn "em into roads.” 

Skarloey had often heard that talk before, and he warned the others to 
take no notice; but he hoped that, when the two boastful engines met, he and 
the others would have some fun! 

“Don't worry any more,” said Sir Handel importandy when they told him 
about George. “Leave him to me. Pll soon send him packing” 


This story is adapted from an incident in Varo Gauge Album ; 
hi / . y Use Y 
by Mr PB. Whitehouse. We gratefully acknowledge hus permission tc 
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Next morning George was standing near the halt by the level crossing. 
“Huh!” he said. “You're Sir Handel, 1 suppose.” 

“And you, Í supposc, are Georgc. 
Yes, 've heard of you.” 

“And P've heard of you. You 
swank around with steam-roller 
wheels, pretending you're as good 
as me.” 

“Actually,” said Sir Handel 
swectly, “Pm better. Goodbye.” He 
pulled away. 

George chuffered, fuming, 

One afternoon Sir Handel had 


to bring a special load down after the last train had gone. When he reached 


the road, he saw George trundling home. 

“Pecp-pip-pecp”” 

George took no notice. He trundled along close to the track. There was 
barely room to pass. 

“Peeeep-pip-peccecp!” Sir 
Handel slowed and crept cautiously 
alongside. “Get out of my way, you 
great clumsy road-hog,” he hissed. 

*] don't move for imitation 
steam-rollers,” retorted George with 
spirit. 

They lumbered along side by 
side. exchanging insults. 

No one could ever explain what 
happened next. George's Driver says he signalled for Sir Handel to stop. 


Sir Handel's Driver says he signalled to George. 

There was a crash. The brake van tilted sideways, and the Guard 
scrambled out to find George's front roller nuzzling his footboard. The two 
drivers were hody arguing whose fault it was. 

A policeman strolled up in time to stop the argument turning to fisticufls, 
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and when Sir Handel's Fireman came 
back with Rusty and Mr Hugh, they 
all set to work clearing up the mess. 

Neither engine had been going 
last enough to cause much damage. 
So Sir Handel was able to bring his 
train on when George had backed 
himself away. 

Next day, the workmen put a 
lence between road and railway and 
then went away, taking George with 


them. This was because they had 
finished their work; but Sir Handel 
thought he had made George go away. 

He was more conceited than 
ever, and talked everlastingly about 
steam-rollers. 

“Oh dear!” whispered Skarloey 
one evening. “He's worse than ever. 
P'm sorry my plan was no good.” 

“Never mind,” said Rusty. “We'll 


think of something else.” 


But they had no need to do that, 
for some boys came and asked Mr 
Hugh if they could look at the 
engines. Almost at once one called 
out, “Look! Here's Sir Handel. He 
raced a steam-roller last week. The 
Roller nearly beat him too. It was 
most exciting,” 

Sir Handel never mentions 
steam-rollers now! 
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Passengers and Polish 


Nancy is a Guard's daughter. 
She was working on Skarlocy 
with some polish and a rag, 

“Wake up lazybones!” she 
said severely. “Your brass is 
filthy. Aren't you ashamed?” 

“No,” said Skarloey sleepily. 
“You're just an old fusspot. Go 
away!” 

She tickled his nose. 
“Rheneas comes home 


tomorrow. Don't you want to look nice?” 

Skarloey woke suddenly. “What! Tomorrow!” 

“Yes, Daddy told me. 'm going now.” 

“Nancy, stop! Do 1 really 
look nice? Please polish me 
again. There's a good kind girl.” 

“Now who's an old 
fusspot?” laughed Nancy. 

She gave him another rub, 
then climbed down. 

“Aren't you going to polish 
me?” asked Duncan. 

“Sorry, not today. Pm helping 
the Refreshment Lady this 
afternoon. We must get the ices and things ready for the passengers on Skarloey's 
two o'clock train. Never mind, Duncan, F'll give you a good polish tomorrow.” 

But Duncan did mind. “It isn't fair!” he complained. “Peter Sam gets a 
special funnel, Sir Handel gets special wheels, passengers get ices, and P'm 


never even polished.” 
This, of course, wasn't true; but Duncan liked having a grievance. He 


began to sulk. 


aa 
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That afternoon a message came from the Station by the Waterfall. “One 
of Skarloey's coaches has come off the rails. Please send some workmen to 
put it right.” 

Duncan was “in steam”, so 
he had to go. 

“All this extra work,” he 
grumbled, “it wears an engine 
out!” 

“Rubbish,” said his Driver. 
“Come on!” 

The derailed coach was in 
the middle of his train, so 
Skarloey had gone on to the 
Top Station with the front coaches. Duncan left the workmen, and brought 
the passengers in the rear coaches home. He sulked all the way. 

He arrived back just in time for his own four o'clock train. “I get no rest! 1 
get no rest!” he complained. 


He was sulky and short of 
steam, so his Driver waited a 
few minutes in the hope of 
raising more; but Duncan 
wouldn't try. 

“We can't keep the 
passengers waiting any longer,” 
his Driver said at last. 

“You always think about 
passengers,” muttered Duncan 
crossly, “and never about me. 'm 
never even polished. Pm overworked, and 1 won't stand it.” 

He grumbled away, brooding over his “wrongs”. 

Duncan made “heavy weather” of the journey, but at last they reached 


the viaduct. This is long, high and narrow. No one can walk on it when a 
train is there. 


“Come on, Duncan!” said his Driver. “One more effort, and you'll have a 
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rest and drink in the station.” 

“Keep your old station!” 
said Duncan rudely. “m 
staying here!” 

He did too! He stopped his 
train right on the viaduct, and 
nothing his Driver or Fireman 
could do would make him move 
another yard. 

Skarloey came from the 
Top Station to haul Duncan 
and his train to the platform. The passengers were very cross. They burst out 
of the train, and told the Drivers, the Firemen, and the Guard what a Bad 


Railway it was. 

Skarloey had to pull the 
train to the Top Station, 100. 
Duncan wouldn't even try. 

The Thin Controller was 
waiting at the Shed for Duncan 
that evening. He spoke to him 
severely. But Duncan sull stayed A ES ll E 
sulky. He muttered to himself, 07 


“No polish, no passengers,” in 


an obstinate sort ol voice. 
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Gallant Old Engine 


“PM ashamed of you, Duncan,” 
said Skarlocy, “You should think 
ol your passengers.” 

“Passengers are just 
nuisances. They're always 
complaining,” 

Skarloey was shocked. 
“That's no way to talk,” he said, 
“Passengers are our coal and 
water. No passengers means no 
trans. No trains means no 


? 2 : "t you forget it. 
Railway. Then we'd be on the scrap-heap, my engine, and don't y g 


rn , . A > » sense 
lhank goodness Rheneas ¡s coming home. Perhaps he”ll teach you 
before i''s too late.” 


“What has Rheneas to do with 1?” 


“Rheneas saved our Railway,” said Skarloey. 


“Please tell us about it,” 
begged Peter Sam. 

“The year before you 
came,” said the old engine, 
“things were very bad. We were 
on our last wheels. Mr Hugh 
was Driver and Fireman, while 
the Thin Controller was Guard. 
He did everything else too, and 
helped Mr Hugh mend us in 
the Shed. 

“ "We expect two fresh engines next year, they told us, “but we mus! keep 
the trains going now; if we don't, our Railway will close.* ” 

“How awful!” said Peter Sam in sympathy. 


, : a "rstood. “It's 
“I tried hard, though 1 couldn't do much, but Rheneas unde da y 

eE á 4 hare of hard work. 
my turn now,” he said. “You've done more than your share of h: 


¡ t L.T. C. Rolt 
Uhis story is adapted from an incident in Raliway Adventure by Mr 
We gratefully acknowledge his permission to use it 
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He was often short of 
steam, but he always tried to 
struggle to a station, and rest 
there. “That,” said Skarlocy 
earnestly, “is mos! important 
with passengers.” 

“Pshaw!” exclaimed 
Duncan. 

“Passengers,” Skarlocy 
continued, “don't mind 
stopping at stations. They can 
get out and walk about. That's what stations are for. But they get very cross f 


we stop at wrong places like 


viaducts. Then they say we're a 
Bad Railway, and never come 
back. 

“] remember Rhencas 
stopping in a wrong place 
once,” said Skarlocy. “He 
couldn't help it. But he made 
up for it afterwards. 

“That afternoon he had 


damp rails and a full train. 
There were passengers even in Beatrice, the Guard's van. His wheels slipped 
dreadfully on the stecp bit after the first station, but they gripped at last. “The 
worst's over,” he thought. Now we're away.* 

“ «Come along, come along,” he sang to the coaches. “Come 
Oooooh! F've got Cramp"' he groaned. He stopped, unable to move, on the 


al — 


loneliest part of the line. 
“The Thin Controller and Mr Hugh examined him carefully. The 
passengers wat hed and waited. Rheneas eyed them anxiously. They looke 


d 


CTOSS. 
“Ar last he Thin Controller stood up. “Your valve gear on one side had 


jammed,' he said. “We've unfastened the rods and tied them up. Now 
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Rheneas,' he went on, we need 
to reach the next station. Can 
you pull us there on one 
cylinder? 

E PI try, Sir, but the next 
station isn't the right station. 
Will the passengers be cross?” 

“ “Dont worry, smiled the 
Thin Controller. “They know 
we can't reach the Top Station 
today.” 
me. A e e Enfieirds sanded the rails, passengers from Beatrice pushed 

; Mr Flugh gently eased out the regulator. The train jerked and began 
to move. 

“«Pp... do... 18 Pll..... 
do... it! 

“Everyone cheered, but 
Rheneas heard nothing. “The 
Thin Controller's relying on 
me. 1£ 1 fail, the Railway will 
close. It mustn't! It mustn't! Pl 
get there or burst.” 

“Everything blurred. He 
yard; but he did! And ue EN 

' And another... and another . . . and another . . . till, Tve 
got eee at last," he sighed with relief. | 

a 1's proud of you 1 am indeed, said Mr Hugh. 
en e pe de about the journey down was having to go On 
ll ie , y the passengers thanked him. "We expected a long 
E ó you brought us home. We'll come again, and bring our 

* Yow're a gallant little engine, said the Thin Controller. “When you're 
rested, we'll mend you ready for tomorrow. ” 

“Was Rheneas always “ready for tomorrow?” 
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“Always,” smiled Skarlocy. 
“Whatever happened, Rhencas 
always pulled his trains.” 

Itwas Duncan who broke 
the silence. “Thank you for 
telling us about Rhencas,” he 
said. “I was wrong. Passengers 
are important after all.” 

All the Litde Engines were 
at the wharf on the day that 
Rhencas came home. Some of 


the Fat Controller's Engines were there too. 

Edward pushed Rheneas' truck to the siding, and Skarloey pulled him 
neatly to his own rails. This was the signal for a chorus of whistles from 
engines large and small. You never heard such a noise in all your life! 

The Owner, Rhencas, and 
other Important People made 
specches, the Band played and 
everyone was very happy. 

But Rheneas was happiest 
of all im his own place that 
night, next to his friend 
Skarloey. “This helps a lite 
engine to feel,” he said, “that, at 


last, he has really come home.” 
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Stepney the “Bluebell” Engine 
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mith illustrations by 
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DEAR READERS, 


Percy is a kind-hearted little engine. He feels sad because 
many fine steam engines are cut up on the Other Railway (B.R.). 
Percy's ideas, however, though natural for an engine, are a 
little muddled. British Railways Officials are no! cruel. They are 
sad to lose faithful steam friends, and glad to help engines to go 

to places like the Bluebell Railway at Sheffield Park in Sussex, 
where they can be cared for, and useful, and safe. 
THE AUTHOR 
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The author gratefully acknowledges the help given by fellow drgoencid el 
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Bluebells of England 


“The Bluebells are coming! Oho! Oho! 
1 he Bluebells are coming! Oho! ... .” 

“IF ye must sing, Percy,” 
grumbled Douglas, “cant ye 
sing in tune? Anyway our song's 
aboot Campbells.” 

“And mine's about 
Bluebells.” 

“Then its daft. Blucbells 
are flowers. Flowers can't comc. 
They grow.” 

“My song isn't dalt.” Percy 
was indignant. 

“It is then. T ken fine aboot bluebells. We've a song called “The Bluebells 
of Scotland'.” 

“But,” said Percy triumphandy, * The Bluebells of England' are different. 


They're engines, and one of them's coming with his Controller. 


“Didn't you listen,” he went 
on severely, “to the Fat 
Controller telling us about it?” 

“] was away.” 

“Oh dear! I couldn't 
understand it all; but engines on 
the Other Railway aren't safe 
now. Their Controllers are 
cruel. They don't like engines 
any more. They put them on 
cold damp sidings, and then,” 
Percy nearly sobbed, “they... they c-c-cut them up.” 

“Ye're right there,” agreed Douglas. “If I hadn't escaped, Pd have been 
cut up too. It's all because of yon Diesels. They're all devils,” he added 


fiercely. 
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“Fair play, Douglas,” reminded Percy. “Some are nice. Look at Rusty and 
Daisy.” 

“Maybe so,” answered 
Douglas, “Pd never trust one 
myself. But what 1 cannot 
understand is all your blether 
aboot bluebells.” 

“ “The Bluebells' are kind 
people who want to save 
engines. They've made a place 
im England called “The Bluebell 
Railway”. Engines can escape 
there and be safe .. .” 

“Like me winning away here?” 


“Yes,” Percy went on, “iust like that. If they are old or ll, a Fitter makes 
them well. They can have their own special colours, all the coal and water 
they need, and pull trains too.” 

“That's braw hearing,” said Douglas with feeling, 0 

“The Fat Controller says 
Stepney was the first engine to 
escape there, so he's asked him 
to visit us and bring his 
Controller.” 

“But” objected Douglas, 
“how aboot yon Diesels? 
Mightnt they catch him on the 
way?” 

“We thought so too,” said 
Percy, “but the Fat Controller 
says there's no danger of that. Stepney's a match for any Diesel. Besides, his 
Controller will take care of him.” 


“He's a brave engine for all that,” said Douglas admiringly. “Fancy 
fighting his way through all those Diesels just to see us. 


“Look!” squeaked Percy. “The station's crowded.” 
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PEN “Silly! How can I look? 
' e y > 
Unless Pd be a cork-screw. 

“Why ve they all come? 


3 AI 
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There's no train.” 
But Percy was wrong. The 


signal dropped, and from far 
away an engine whisded. 

A gleam of yellow shone 
through the bridge girders. 
“Here he comes!” yelled 
Douglas. 

“Poop! Poop! Peep! Peep!” the two engines whistled excitedly in welcome 

“Peecep! Peeccep!” replied Stepney, as with passengers and people waving 
and cheering, he puffed proudly through the junction on the last stage of his 


long journey. 
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Stepney's Special 


* .. - SO 1 tried very hard, but 1 
couldn't work properly, and they put 
me On a siding. 1 stayed there for 
days and days. Other engines were 
there too. I was afraid. .. .” 

“P'd have been frightened too,” 
said Edward. 

“But then, some workmen came. 
They mended me and even gave me 
a coat of paint. Í couldn't 
understand it till my Driver came. 
He was very pleased. “Stepney, you lucky old engine,” he said, “you've been 
saved! The Bluebell Railway has bought you! ” 

“What a lovely surprise,” smiled Edward. 

“Have they saved other engines besides you?” he asked. 

“Oh yes,” answered Stepney. 
“You'd like our Bluebell and 
Primrose. They're twins,” he 


chuckled, “and as like as two peas. 
They only had numbers at first, 
Bluebell is 323 and Primrose is 27. 
They were very pleased when our 
Controller gave them names. Some 
say he was wrong to do it. It's 


certainly made them cocky, but they 


do work hard, and I think our 
Controller was right. A/l engines ought to have names.” 


AY >” . . 
Yes,” agreed Edward, “it's most important.” 


Y y) »” 2 = 
' l'hat's why,” Stepney continued, “we've given names to our 488 and 
OFF 
2650. But our Controller doesn't know. It's a secret. Don't tell him, will you?” 
Of course not,” smiled Edward. 


“They are both very pleased about it, because now they feel part of the 
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family. We call 488 Adams”, after his 
designer, you know. He's a lovely 
engine, a South-Western from 
Devon. He can stroll away with any 
load he's given. 

“ *Cromford', who's 2650, has 
been pulling trucks up high peaks in 
Derbyshire. He's tough is Cromford. 
He had to be for that job. 

“Captain Baxter's tough, 100,” 


Stepney went on, “and rather rude. 
But he's worked in a quarry, and you 
know what tha! does to an engine's 
languages and manners.” 

*] do indeed,” said Edward 
gravely. 

“He's a good sort really,” said 
Stepney. “IT like him. We both miss 
our work with trucks.” 


He paused. “I oughtntt to say 
this.” he went on, “after everyone's been so kind, but Our Line is very short, 


and I never get any good runs now. 1 miss them dreadfully.” 
“Never mind,” smiled Edward. 


“Perhaps you'll get some while 
you're here.” 

Stepney said Goodbye to Edward 
and then returned to the Big Station. 
There he helped Duck shunt the 
Yard. They were soon great friends, 
and enjoyed their afternoon together. 

Thomas arrived before they'd 
finished, and stayed till 1t was time 
for his last branch line train; but that 
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train s tail lamps were hardly out of sight when the two engines heard a 
commotion at the station. 


“Hullo!” said Duck, “I wonder 
whats up.” 

Presendy the night-duty Shunter 
came hurrying to the Shed , ... 

The bell in the cabin on the 
branch line rang once, then five, pause 
five. (That means shunt to allow 
following train to pass.) The Signalman 
was puzzled. He telephoned Control. 

“+. +. A Special isit? ...Isee,...” 


Thomas and his passengers grumbled at being delayed, but there was no 
help for it. Soon they heard an unfamiliar puffing, “Express” headlamps 
swayed and twinkled, then Stepney, pulling one coach, loomed in the station 
lights. He slowed to exchange Tablets, whistled a greeting, then gathered 
speed into the night. 

“Well! Bust my boiler!” said Thomas the Tank Engine. 


“Shunted!” fumed Thomas next 
morning. “On my own Branch too! 
It's a disgrace!” 

“Pm sorry” said Stepney. “I was 
—] | a Í_ a Special,” he explained. 


MA == “Why?” 
' » 4 e 
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“An important passenger came 
after you'd gone. He said he mus! get 
home, and ordered a Special. Duck 
kindly let me take it. We had a 
splendid run. No record-breaking, of 


course, but...” 


“Ah well,” said Thomas modestly. “Perhaps when you know the road as 
Le 


“Exactly” put in Stepney. “Yowre such an expert.” Thomas, flattered, 
lorgot he was cross, and told Stepney all about his Branch Line. 


—283— 


— — e THOMAS ( OMPLETE COLLECTION 200 5 


Train Stops Play 


“YOU are very lucky engines,” said Stepney. 

“Your Branch has got everything, Tús long enough to give you a good run, 
and you have plenty of 
passengers. Then you've a 
Quarry, a Mine and some 
Factories, so you need plenty of 
trucks. Trucks are fun,” he went 
on wistíully, “I miss them on 
Our Line.” 

Percy looked surprised. 
“You can take mine and 
welcome, this morning,” he said. 

So they asked permission, 
and then went off to collect them. Toby and Thomas gaped in wonderment. 


Stepney took his trucks to the harbour, picked up a load of empties, and 
started back. 

On the way they were 
stopped by a signal near a 
cricket field, where a match had 
just started. They setded down 
to wal h. 

Presently some fielders 
came towards them, and waved. 
“Could you move, please?” they 
asked. “Your last few trucks are 


behind the bowler's arm.” 
“Sorry,” smiled the Driver. “Will this do?” and he eased Stepney forward 
till he stood under the signal. 
The cricketers shouted their thanks, and play started again. The batsmen 
hit out, and soon a “skyer” towered towards the train. 


Clunk -— down went the signal. 
There was another clunk, too, as the ball fell on the train, but neither 
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Driver nor Fireman he 
They were too busy. 


“9 TOP?» yelled the 
hieldsmen; but Ste 


ard it. 


pney's noisy 
starting drowned their shouts. 

“Come along! Come 
along!” he puffed to the trucks, 
and left the frantic fieldsmen 
behind. 


“Our one and only ball!” 
they said sadly. 


Py . . . ar " > y»? ' 1 
Four of them piled into an ancient car. “Wake up, Caroline!” they said. 


Caroline coughed crossly, 
reluctandy came to life, and 
they rolled out on to the road. 

“Stepney wasn't hurrying, 
He had just crossed the river 
when Caroline came up behind. 

“Tooooot! Tooooot!” she 
wailled. 

Road and rail ran side by 
side. The cricketers waved and 
shouted, but they were too far 


away for the Fireman to 
recognize them or hear clearly 
what they said. 

“If those jokers want a 
race,” remarked the Driver, 
“they can have one.” He 
advanced his regulator, and 
Stepney drew ahead. 

Poor Caroline wasn't happy. 
She rattled along at twice her 
usual speed. “Master shouldn't 
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treat me like this,” she grumbled. “This pace is too hot for my system. 9) 
fuse all my circuits.” da 

“Hurrah!” she exclaimed. “That silly train has run into a hole, so we can't 
catch 1. Now Master will have to be sensible and go home.” 

But Master didn't go home. 

Caroline nearly boiled with fury when he made her climb a steep hill and 
run down to the station on the other side. 

Caroline arrived just as Stepney 
had shunted the trucks. His crew 
were going ofT duty. The cricketers 
explained what had happened. 

The Driver and Fireman were 
surprised. “Did you say the third 
truck from the van?” they asked. 

They all went and looked. The 
ball was there, nestling under some 


Straw. 
“We're very sorry” the Driver said. 


“Never mind. You couldn't help it. Now we must get back quickly.” 

“That's just it,” said the Driver. “You'll never be quick in Caroline. She 
looks worn out... . Waita minute,” he went on. “Pve got a plan.” 

The Driver spoke to the Stationmaster and Signalman. Then they rolled 
Caroline on to a flat truck, and coupled a brake van behind. The cricketers 


got in, and Stepney pulled the train. 
They reached the field in no time. 

Stepney watched from a siding 
while Driver, Fireman and Guard sat 
in the pavilion. There were no more 
lost balls, and the game was played 
to an exciting finish. 

Even Caroline was pleased. She 
doesnt think trains silly now. “They 


have their uses,” she says. “They can 


save the wear on a poor car's wheels.” 
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Bowled Out 


THE big Diesel surveyed the 
Shed. “Not bad,” he said. “Pve 
seen worse. At least you are all 
clean.” 

The engines gaped. 

“It's not your fault,” he 
went on, “but you're all out of 
date. Your Controller should 
scrap you, and get engines like 
me. A fill of oil, a touch on the 
starter, and Pm off, with no 


iting, ” > youre 
bother, no waiting. T hey have to fuss round you for hours before y 
ready.” 


: A me and sto 
At last the engines found their voices. An Inspector had to co p 
the noise! 


E indignati he 

They held an indignation meeting early next morning round t 
turntable. 

“Disgraceful!” rumbled 
Gordon. 

“Disgusting!” said James. 

“Despicable!” spluttered 
Henry. . 

“To say such things to us! 
burst out Donald and Douglas. 
“It's to teach him a lesson we'd 
be wanting.” 

But no one had any good 


ideas, and at last they all went 


off to work except for Duck and Stepney. “Never mind,” said Duck. “We'll be 
sure to think of something,” 


“We'll have to be quick then,” warned Stepney. 
But their chance came sooner than expected. 
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Diesel purred comfortably. He was being warmed up well before time. An 
Inspector watched a Fitter making adjustments. The wind tugged at the 


Inspector's hat 


The Fitter replaced the air- 
intake cover. “O.K., mate,” he 
said. 

Diesel saw his coaches 
waiting at the platform. He 
rolled proudly towards them. 
“Look at me, Duck and 
Stepney,” he purred. “Now P'll 
show you something.” He 
advanced a few yards, then 
suddenly he coughed — faltered 

choked — and stopped. 


The Inspector meanwhile had seen nothing of this. He was looking for 


his hat. 

“Can we help you at all?” 
asked Duck and Stepney 
sweeclly. Diesel seethed with 
bafled fury as they pushed him 
back to the Shed. 

“My hat!” exclaimed the 
Inspector, as the cavalcade went 
hy. 

“Bother your hat!” said the 


Fat Controller crossly. “1'he 
train's due out in ten minutes, and you'll have to take it, Duck.” 


Duck looked doubtful, but when Stepney asked, “Can I help him, Sir?” 
he felt beer. The Fat Controller was pleased too, and hurried away almost 
cheerfully to make the arrangements. 

The engines and their crews made careful plans. “A good start's 
everything on a job like Uns,” warned Stepney, so, as they backed down, they 


dropped sand on the rails, rolling it firm with their wheels. 
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Both Controllers were there 
to see them off. “Gordon will 
take over from half way” said 
the Fat Controller, “so get the 
train there. Never mind about 
being late. Good luck!” 

“Don*t worry, Sirs,” smiled 
Stepney. “We'll get there, and be 
early too!” 

They stood waiting, sizzling 
with excitement, ready and 
eager to be off. 


At last the Guard's flag 
waved. The engines dug their 
wheels into the sand, and gave a 
mighty heave. “Come On! 
Come ON'” puffed Duck, while 
Stepney barked excitedly in 
front. Moving carefully over the 
points, they reached the open 
line. 

“Now for a sprint,” wuffed 
Stepney. 


“I'm ready when you are,” 
pufted Duck. 

Faster and faster they went, 
till their wheels were turning at 
such speed that the side-rods 
were merely blurs. Under clear == 
signals they whizzed through [— dai 
Edward's Station, and charged 
at Gordon's Hill beyond. 

They felt the drag of their 
lifteen coaches here. It was hard 
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work, but once over the top the last ten miles were plain running, and they 
swept into the Big Station in fine style. 

“Hullo!” said Gordon. “You're early. That's one in the headlamp for old 
Diesel! Have you heard the latest?” he chuckled. “Diesel had sucked the 
Inspector's hat into his air-pipe. That's why he broke down. James says he's 
sick as boiler sludge, and sulking in the Shed. Out of date are we? Ho! Ho! 
Ho!” and sull laughing, Gordon pufled away. 

Everyone was sad next day 
when Stepney had to go. All the 
engines who could, came to sec 
him off. The Fat Controller 
made a speech, and so did 
Stepney's Controller. 

Donald and Douglas made 
everyone sing “Auld Lang 
Syne”, and then Stepney and 
his Controller pufled off to a 
chorus of cheers and whistles. 


“Goodbye, Stepney. Come again, Goodbye, Goodbye.” 
But what about Diesel? He'd slipped away the night before. He said 
Goodbye to no one, but left two things behind: the nasty smell of bad 


manners. and a battered bowler hat! 
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“lt was that coach, Sir,” blustered Lord Harry. “She never El | know it 

“No tales,” said the Manager sharply. “It was your fault, AS TR ; 
You upset our passengers and damaged yourself by taking risks. 
have that on our Mountain Railway.” 

DUST SA : 

“That's enough. You will stay in the Shed till we have decided what to do 
with you.” 


He turned, and walked sternly away. 
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Wilbert was educated at Dauntsey School in West Lavington, Wiltshire, 
before going to St Peter's Hall, Oxford, where he gained his BA and MA. 
Deciding to go into the ministry of the Church of England, Wilbert studied 
theology at Wyclifle Hall and, before being ordained, worked as a teacher at St 
Gcorge's School in Jerusalem. It was there that he met and became engaged to 
Margaret Emily Wale, a teacher at the English High School in Haifa. 

Returning to England, Wilbert was ordained deacon at Winchester 
Cathedral in December 1936 and became a curate at Odiham In AS 
Marrying Margaret when she returned from the Holy Land in 1938, Wilbert 
moved to West Lavington in Wiltshire, as curate to the clergyman who had 
once been his school chaplain. Problems arose in 1939, when - as war in 
Europe became an inevitability —- Wilbert declared himself a pacifist. He was 
asked to leave the parish and was on the point of giving up his work as a 
priest when the pacifist Bishop of Birmingham appointed him to a curacy at 
the parish of King's Norton. | 

1 was in Piola pao in 1940, that Wilbert and Margaret's first child, 
Christopher, was born, followed by two daughters, Veronica in 1943 and Hilary in 
1946. When Christopher was two years old he was confined to bed with measles, 
Wilbert entertained his son with a story about a little old engine who was sad. 


Why is he sad, Daddy?” 

Because he's old and hasn't been out for a long time.” 
Whats his name, Daddy?” 

Edward" 


It was the first name that came into Wilbert's head. By question Ane 
answer, he invented the Cinderella-type story of “Edward's Day Out : how the 
little engine was eventually given the chance to take out a train of his own. 

The story was told over and over again and was eventually written down 
and illustrated with simple line drawings. The adventures of Edward — along 
with two other engines, Gordon and Henry — might easily have been forgotten 
had not Margaret Awdry encouraged her husband to offer them to a publisher. 

In 1945, after being turned down by several publishers, the book was 
accepted by Edmund Ward and published as The Three Railway Engines. 
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time clergyman. In 1965, he had retired, or as he puts it, gone nto private 
practice”, and moved with his wife to Stroud in Gloucestershire. Sadly, 
Margaret Awdry died in 1989, the year after she and Wilbert celebrated their 
Golden Wedding Anniversary 

In addition to the Railway Series, Wilbert Awdry wrote two children's 
novels about the adventures of a little red three-wheeled car, Belinda he Beetle 
and Belinda Beats the Band, and co-edited and contributed to several adult 
books about rallways. 

In 1983, eleven years after Wilbert Awdry wrote his last Railway Series 
title, his son, Christopher, published Really Useful Engines, the first of, to date, 
lourteen books about the engines of Sodor. The book, like its successors, was 
illustrated by Clive Spong who - like Reginald Dalby and John Kenney before 
him — studied at Leicester College of Art. The following year, 1984, saw the 
premiere of Britt Allcroft's popular TV series, Thomas lhe Tank Engine and 
Fnends, narrated by Ringo Starr. 

The fiftieth anniversary of the first publication of The Three Railway 
Engines was celebrated in 1995 with an exhibition at the National Railway 
Museum in York. An InterCity 225, running on the East Coast line between 
London and Glasgow, was named the Reverend W. Awdry' and the same day 
saw the publication of a biography, The Thomas the Tank Engine Man. In 
recognition of his services to children's literarture, Wilbert Awdry was 
awarded an O.B.E. in the 1996 New Years Honours List. 

In his later years, Mr Awdry suffered from osteoporosis, but despite 
becoming increasingly bed-ridden, he managed, nevertheless, to reply to the 
voluminous correspondence he received from Thomas fans all over the world. 


After a prolonged illness, Wilbert Awdry died peacefully, aged 85, on 21 
March 1997, at his home in Stroud. 
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